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THE CANARY ■ BY HAROLD OLIVER ^ 


hi nf\ i r Janie looked it Dirk, she wanted to scream 
out loud with sheer passion, and throw her arms around his 
neck, and thrust her soft ripe lips to be kissed She knew too 
that she wanted to tear off her clothes and press her slim 
girlish figure against his gorgeous, vigorous manhood and 
make him love her till she fainted. 

But she couldn’t she knew; and she wouldn't. 

Standing at the door, telling him he mustn’t come in be¬ 
cause she was expecting company. Janie tried to smile over 
her miser)’ She patted his cheek with a small perfumed 
hand, and said, "I can meet you for lunch, tomorrow*, Dirk— 
at the *ame place." 

His handsome, sensitive face looked unhappy. "But, 1 did 
want to talk to you, Jane . . . about our plans, about mum 
and dad, and everything. I know they’re just going to 
love you." 

"I hope so." she said with a half conviction, "But don’t 
be surprised if they don’t. Parents don’t like girls who take 
their sons away " 

"Mine arc different," countered Dirk, "Dad’s tough about 
girls, but Mother is real broadminded. You’ll love her." 

He held her hand, admiration shining in hs deep-set grey 


eyes. I know it’s going to work out, Janie doll With your 
blond hair you kind of look Swedish, and they’re nuts about 
anyone with Swedish blood. They even wanted me to go 
back to Sweden to marry a Swedish girl." He watched her 
intently, like a child, she thought, waiting for a piece of candy. 

Her heart twisted in sudden pain. If only it could all come 
right. She loved Dirk, and she’d make him a good wife, but— 
she felt faint suddenly as if she was bleeding somewhere 
inside her — although she had never loved a man in all her 
twenty-three years, too many had loved her. 

"Please go, now, Dirk," she said with a breathless little 
laugh, "I just ha\c to get dressed I’m a sight, and these people 
are awful stuffed shirts." 

"You look wonderful, Janie," he said. The boyish H 
shone in his eyes again, "You’re the moat wonderful gel 
in the whole world." 

She watched his six-feet-two of muscular youth literally 
dance oqt of sight. Dirk was walking on air because she had 
let him know that she liked him, and he was building cudea 
in the air. Mr too , she thought sadly. But her’s were mod 
castles that would quickly be washed away. 

In the bedroom, she undressed and showered. After she had 
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... her 


cage was 
gilded 
with 
tarnished 
brass 









.hud her>i. 11 1 M ’he h;*; nutty f ‘\vdlii g 
r .‘v. - inbroidc r* d with h< r trtfi.iK she 
t.im’ulh spr.o<M huv.lt with perfunv 
|.»r .m install’ she vs .m aware of lv r 
r *U* ri#>r* in rhe mirror She saw a small 
,1 •:*i bl<nd rjrl with a fun waist. well 
r-unded hut narrow hips di.it were like 
a 'sen .urcr'v anJ large firm pink tipped 
br< !'•!> that held rhunsehu pr-»udl\ 
aU <vt the horizontal without the assiv 
taiut of a bra She turned sideways to 
inspect her lull length profile With the 
cweption of a bite bruise on her shoui- 
dt r. there w jsr. t a mark on her whole 
body N»me girls got terrihlv marked, 
she reflected, and their bodies gi»t kind 
o[ heat up Mu- w as In* l \ She still 
look,. I like a kid virgin 

She smiled a little wilfully l/ntd 
she'd met Dirk Andean. she was kind 
ol a mental virem. because she haJn t 
porn ap about anyone and now she 
w as 

She went to the sink md scrubbed 
lur hinds This man she was expect ini: 
w is the f uss\ »vpe He had some phobia 
ah»u f en rms or somethin}; Satisfied that 
her hands w»-re 'lean she slipped off 
th. r ur\ <J..th robe and put on the stiff 
whoe nvlon blouse fha* had lust come 
from the laundry 

She had iust hidden h»-r cigarettes 


n,l cm-d on du air purifier when the 
door I’nMi: thirncd miisually She opened 
u rh » w *. I Co m i n it srmh The John’* 
was i fall middle iced man with grey 
•in: busv -v brows and a stum uh 'hat 
o> rhunc flit n»p of dr pints o* his 
tv pen St VC suit 


Mu 

vc ufed while h wer 

i r ’hr. 

•’.1 l’I i 

Ik r. • 

u*me in the bathr^-m. 

v rub 

“p 

g argli- 

*«»ss sinks in the laum 

in basket. 

brcak 

ope n a new pair m a 

i t IK »p! 

lunt. 

wnpp 

< r how she hated 

!• .i'll 


lli< 

n she would be insp.-tcd 

for 

Npl>fs 

anJ blemishes and 

he w 

t.ul.1 

pay her with a brand new 

51 <KI 

bill 

A. 

nr. CM n C,i rmtc u»r ’ 

had gnnc. 

[amt 

lav in bed and h.ol a 

g* 


Dirk i 

dr ‘in d S' -rr\. it I disf 

urb, dream 

boa* 

he sounded aim*-s' 

breathless. 

Mr I 

1 goita present f->r v«-u 

S*. -me! 

hing 

( . .r -it 

ikw hi-me S'<-u II l» 

»V C If 


IV- 

a use he didn't wan' t< 

i • tell 

her. 

sh< w 

heedle-.l the secret lr»* 

m h:rn It 

* s l 

a nan Halt laugh mi 

; ami 

h.ilt 

. r\ :r.g 

she lay back i-n 'he 

v as* 

b.e 

< H Ml 

what w ■ >uld (»ermi id 

e it he 

k nc w 

there was a bird .n die 

a pa r*f' 

•ten' 


\ick, who called hmi'A? J -.rm- s 
rirugir. linked m found milmglv 
Tall, broad shouldered and h.m.Uonr. 
r a flashy kind of wav. with a Hollv 



» >• 'U' r k hr and i Bro,kv bruh 
' r ■ • \h«. k fin», ivd him-vch wrb the 

«" h: ’• 

IV. n working. Janie"' Nick held 

. :i• h« hand v. idi an cnclgu c smile, 

I • • u «.! us/ a bill or o. Vl • % 

I.*: , pud him, ha f me and loidyinj? 
him Wat him; him dra;v-d on rh-c 
coiivh. she bit her lip She’d afwavs dis- 
lr • ! * his halfman wh > sen* h;\ friends 
to her Now she had met D:rk she 
h arhrd him 

S*mcthini! she saw in Wl s eves 
disturbed her She knew his mind like 
she knew the inside of her closet 
booking kind of cute, tonight, Janie/' 
Nft k said, rearing himself up suddenly 
and coming over to touch her with his 
experienced hands 

lartie shook her head. Nothing do¬ 
ing, Nick she said firmly 
AX hy not'” 

Because you stink 
"I II fake a shower. I bin out all day 
in the heat ' 

She fried to back away The hell of 
if was >hat Nick had a way of giving 
her i ♦hrill He held her tight, pressing 
her hard against him. so that she Couid 
feel the pressure of his suddenly rising 
passion 

No. Nick, Janie managed, and 
with a sudden rwisf of her lithe body, 
she freed herself and ran for the bed- 
r««»m She had /ust locked the door 
when he came crashing against it 
(»er out. Nick/ she said firmly. Or 
Ml caJ! the cops/' 

I’ll send them. Janie It’s about time 
you did a stretch,” Nick called through 
the door 

Jane buried her head in the pillow 
She d g«>t to get rid of Nick She'd got 
'*» cjuit. and she had to give Dirk i 
chance to forget her Before she fell 
asleep, she remembered she had enough 
money to last for a long time, and she 
was still a kid. 

She heard the door bell chime just 
after eight next morning She opened 
the door gingerly in case Nick ^had 
parked on the couch He had gone. 
D.rk thrust a golden cage with a pale 
lenvm colored canary into her hwd 
(Continued on page 75) 
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SHIRLEY KILPATRICK 

. . . starlet says the best things in life are free 



Beautiful Hollywood star, Shirley Kilpatrick, i» a strong believer in mental telepathy 
(Oh boyl Is your face redl). She has strong feelings of consideration and compassion 
for her fellow man (There now, don't you feel relieved!), and believes the world 


would be a better place to live in if we all hod such feelings. But, Shirley be- 


liovet, we are all too wrapped up in ourselves. One thing for sure, Shirley Kilpatrick 


is wrapped up in very little, and as this story proceeds there is a tendency for her So 


be wrapped up in even leu. 









Ste whot we mean! 

Shirley, when she is not appearing in films like "Silver 
Lode" and "Naked Invader," spends her time on srudio 
interviews for picture work or does modeling f./ 
photographers and artists. And, speaking of c t 
Shirley is quite a talented one. In fact, the picturs : 
see above displayed upon the easel was dor»s fc 
Shirley herself. Much of the modeling she dees to.- c. 
classes is done in exchange for art lessons. i‘rr. v „ 
we'd all agree that since Shirley's most imp:-- 
avocation is art, she's in luck when it comes to rn^je!s 
—she couldn't find anybody, anywhere, better for .he 
job than she is herself. By the by, to prove our point, 
the three trophies pictured in this story are those 
Shirley garnered in three beauty contests. 
















In cote you or# interested, 
ond we're sure you* ore. 
Shirley's vitol stotiitics ore 
os follows Age: 21, Height: 
5'6V; Weight: 128. Bust 
366; Worst: 24. H.ps ; 37 
How's thot for being put 
together in the best pos¬ 
sible way? It's pretty safe 
to assume that, one day. 
with her loots and talent 
Shirley surety will mote 
the big timel 


I 
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/jti 


A 


::::::::: 
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Way down inside Shirley is a" uncomplicated young lady who wishes she and everybody else could soend more time 
enjoying the simple things in life, like watching a beautiful sunset. Maybe she's right, but we'd rather watch Shirleyl 
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"I have to run upstairs for a minute, Sally! 
Will you watch the comar for ma?" 



yarns 


A NIGHT TO REMEMBER . . . 

The young coed was confiding in 
her older and wiser sister as to the 
events of the previous evening: 

"We went to a movie, then to a 
lovely restaurant, and then I went 
over to his apartment for a few 
drinks. Did I do wrong?'* 

"Don’t you remember?" 

HONEST GUY! 

Kings Point, the Merchant Marine 
college, is full of tradition, so it 
was natural to hear an old seaman 
explaining to one of the younger 
students: 

"You know, we even have a tra¬ 
dition in the Merchant Marine about 
women. If a seaman makes love to 
one woman a night, he’s called a 
destroyer. If he makes lose to two 
women a night, he's a cruiser. And 
if he can satisfy three women a 
night, he's a battleship. How do you 
rate?" asked the old seaman. 

"Shake hands with a rowboat/’ 
said the young student. 

I CANNOT TELL A LIE! 

A certain train of the Union Pa¬ 
cific railroad bad been late every 
day for years, but one day it rolled 
into the depot exactly on time. The 
surprised and pleased inhabitants 
got together and made up a hand¬ 
some purse for the engineer and 
presented it to him with an eloquent 
speech, commending him for being 
at last on time. The engineer refused 
the purse sadly, saying: 

"Gentlemen, it breaks my heart 
to do this, for I sho’ do need the 
money. Bu: *his is yesterday’s train!" 

THE TURN OF THE WORM ... 

She was home from college for 
the holidays, and the old folks were 
having a reception in her honor. 
During the event she brought out 
some of her new gowns to show to 
(he guests. Picking up a beautiful 
silk creation, she held it up before 
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the admiring crowd. 

"Isn’t this perfectly gorgeous!” 
she exclaimed. "Just .think* it came 
from a poor little insignificant 
worm!” 

Her hard-working father looked a 
moment, then he turned and said: 
^ darn it* and I’m that worm!” 


DOUBLE DUTY! 

In reply to an advertisement for 
an organist who could also teach 
music* a college received the fol¬ 
lowing: 

"Gentlemen: Ig reply to your ad 
for a music teacher and organist* 
either lady or gentleman, will say 
that I have been both for several 

f nd , m sure I can handle 
the job! 


THAT'S TILLIN' 'EM . . . 

A slightly stewed man climb 
up on a bus and sat down next ft 
clergyman. Wanting to start son 
rh.n R . he aid. “I ain't going 
ne*»en. There ain't no heaven.” 
No answer. 

'! »aid I ain't going to heavet 
Mill no answer. 

"I *aid there ain't no heaveo.’ 

- ;r c -4i c T man final, y « 

-id. -Well, go to hell then; 1 
be quiet about It!” 
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THE DONNA’S PRIVATE 
TREASURE HOUSE 


THE FIERY REDHEAD HID HER TREASURE WHERE 
NO MAN WQUIP EVER LOOK-BUT THE PIRATE 
STOLE WHAT SHE NEVER EXPECTED TO LOSE. 


T HE DONNA ISOBELs redhead temper flared, as she faced the 
handsome, bearded young sea rover. His sailormans eyes took smil¬ 
ing stock bf her curvaceous beauty. He smiled as he noted the swelling 
emotion tilled bosoms, the svelt waist, the sweeping hour glass thighs, 
the slim graciously shaped arms. Green eyes glinted diamond splinters 
of rage at him. He could bear her breathing deep and harsh as she 
struggled to control herself. 

Lay one hand on me, villain,” she stormed and my farher will 
hang you in the public square of Lisbon.” 

The pirate, who had recently deserted from the British navy tossed 
his handsome head, and laughed with good natured scorn. It would 
add to my pleasure if you honored me by coming to watch.” he joked, 
But let us to business I came to search your cabin.” He gave her a 
searching quizzical look, it seems to my humble conception that you 
have ideas 1 came for something more vile." 

Brute.” she spat at him, Touch me, and I will have you flogged.” 
He indicated rhe upper deck with his thumb. "Call your good 
captain; Scnojha.” he laughed. “He might feel disposed to carry' our 
your orders.” 

She flung herself at him like a wild cat with a flurry of skins. Her 
sharp nails gouged his face, as he grabbed her and held her tight, the 
thumbs of his big hands pressed firmly against her ripe bosoms. 

T HE GOOD SHIP Sjo Bent, a magnificent looking caraval with a 
towering decorated poop made a magnificent sight as she sailed 
out of Goa, Portugal s toehold in India which the West was beginning 
to exploit, bound for Lisbon, the gay capital on the Tagus. But the 
crew knew different. They signed themselves with the cross and prayed. 
Some made plans to jump ship and swim as they rounded the tip of 
India's coastline, others decided to wait till the ship would put in for 
supplies at Mozambique in Portugese Africa, w r hcrc they would pick 
up fifty -»r more bbekmoor slaves for sale to the gentry of Lisbon. 

Tik niicw that the Sjo Btnii side timbers were cracked, and that the 
infcrioi caulking applied during her last lay-up was washing out, that 
the water was seeping into her cavernous hold, sinking her deeper 
down into the water. Like most of the Portugese ships on the India 
run, she was too ponderous and heavy to ride with the waves, and so 
each journey reduced her usefulness and safety. 

Many of the sailors knew that the pilot had demanded a transfer, 
and would leave the ship at Mozambique, and that Captain Tomi di 
Pinto was already drowning his worries in drink, and was daily un¬ 
burdening his soul to Dorn Batista, his father confessor, a rotund priest 
w’ho commuted frequently from (Turn to Page 11 ) 
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By Hilary Hilton 









( Continual from Face 12 ) 

Lisbon to Goa, just for the ride; and 
to miov the abundance of good food 
and drink 

For the far old priest mil journey 
had a special significance Housed in 
rht magnificent state room of the 
caravel vs as the young Donna Isabel, 
a beauteous red haired young woman of 
eighteen years, daughter of Dom Fran¬ 
cisco Musartnus the Portuguese viceroy 
of India Donna Isabel was going back 
home for her betrothal ceremonies. 
To Father Batista had been, entrusted 
her spiritual and physical well being, 
with a promise of a bishopric with rich 
pick mg'* Ft a |ob well done. Travelling 
with her .iguig and vitriolic chaperone, 
me lovely Isabella was taking back to 
Lisbon a c.bin crammed with baggage 
ton am ng a vast amount of treasure 
and fabrics, and round her neck she was 
wearing A netklace of fabulous yellow 
diamonds The rest of the cargo, con¬ 
sisted of spices, gold, fabric> jnd the 
variety of merchandise that the Portu¬ 
guese were milching from India 

HL SHIP WAS well armed, but 
the sergeant at arms had deserted 
just before sailing time, and there were 
not enough men to man die guns 
Further, as everyone knew the India 
loutc was infested with pirates who 
tame swarming out of their hideaway 
m the Island of Madagascar like mos 
ijuicnes Some the daring fellows had 
cun attacked and boarded the Portu 
guese slops from small unarmed boats 

Ik fore sailm t C aptain dc Pinto had 
reminded the \.<.croy of these dangers, 
bur his imperial excellency had 
shrugLtd his thin shoulders ami replied 
that ilie Portuguese navy had no place 
♦*>r k w ards 

\ die v»ld hands abojrd discussed 
■ngs. rhe D»*nna Isabel lounged 
cabin, primping herself, spong 
mg ; ir lithsonu body down with per¬ 
fumed oils, and writing love verses to 
the man who was to be* her husband 
Fvcningv after dinner, she entertained 
her duenna and the old priest by sing 
mg romantic ballads accompanying her 
self on the guitar 

T HE VOY ViF was uneventful until 
tin />.<*./ was hailetl bv an tin 
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THE DONNA'S 
PRIVATE 

TREASURE HOUSE 

known ship some thirty miles off the 
northern up of the Island of Madagas¬ 
car as she headed down the Mozam¬ 
bique channel in sight of the French 
island of Comoro, The ship was a rak¬ 
ish looking frigate. Hying the French 
Hag Di Pinto was too old a hand to 
be deceived This was a pirate! His 
only chance was to escape. He said a 
quick prayer to his patron saint, and 
gave orders to his men to man the 
guns, as the quartermaster relayed his 
orders to cram on full sail, sending the 
water logged old tub hogging unstead¬ 
ily through the purple swell. 

Seeing that the caravel was in Hight. 
the frigate broke out the black Hag 
wirh a single white cross, and set our 
in chase The Sao Beni had no chance 
Within less than an hour's hard sail 
ing. the fast frigate was within shoot¬ 
ing range Captain di Pinto told lm 
chief gunner to wait, and ignored the 
shot the pirate sent crashing into Im 
fncasrle Then as the range shorten** 
the Pomiguc.se guns thundered The 
broadside hit the lighter frigate be¬ 
tween decks, and apparently did lirrli. 
damage. 

The pirate's answer came quickly, 
evidently the work of highly skilled 
gunners The eight gun broadside of 
grape and chain sIku smashed the c ra¬ 
vels rigging, bringing her fonm.se 
crashing overboard Captain ii Pi m* 
knew he was licked He gave , del . >r 
rhe white flag of surrender to be »-.s- 
played on the aft mizzen. and >h-»J 
mutely on his quarter deck waiting tiu 
arrival of the boarders 

L ED BY A handsome young giant 
blue eyed and bushy bearded, rhe 
pirates clambered aboard Their leader, 
accepted rhe captain's sword, inspected 
rhe jewelled hilt, broke the weapon 
across his knee and tossed rhe blade 
into the sea Speaking in French, he 
demanded the ship's bill of lading Hav¬ 
ing inspected the papers, he handed 
rhein to his quartermaster, who in¬ 
structed his men to undertake the 
search of rhe vessel 

Now . assemble your men on deck” 
he fold the aging captain “No-one will 
be hurt if everyone obeys orders If 
anyone doesn’t, you'll be* rhe first to 


die. He grinned a hearty sailor gmy, 
and slapped the Portuguese captain on* 
the shoulder And why die, mv old 
cockcfcrei when ydu can live/* He 
shook his head as if in sympathy, 
Shame on the King of Portugal seed¬ 
ing so gallant a sailor to sea on a leaky 
old tub like this The Portuguc^ cap¬ 
tain did not answe r. He was praying not 
for himself, but for the occupants of 
the state room 

nPHE PIRATE ( REW, were system- 
^ atic With the entire crew of the 
Sao BtJit assembled, they carried out 
the contents of the hold and piled it 
in the frigate's lung boat, as their deb¬ 
onair young leader watched with evi¬ 
dent satisfaction Most of these Portu¬ 
guese Indiamen, as they were known, 
cjrricd a wealth of cargo This one was 
no exception. 

When one of his men came and 
whispered in his ear, he looked askance 
at the Captain. You have passchgers 
aboard. Captain/" he demanded sternly 
Why did you not tell me/" 

The lady is the daughter of our 
Vicerov admitted old sailor with 
a choke in his throat. It is my duty to 
protext her ” 

The pirate chief nodded approval 
You did your duty, old man She is 
nor on the ship s register, but my men 
have found her He* turned to the man 
who had brought him the news. Re¬ 
quest rhe lady to step up here, Fran¬ 
cisco, I would look at her. and whar 
she carrie*s. I cannot imagine a vice¬ 
roys daughter nor loaded w irh treasure " 

I N THE STATEROOM underneath 
their feet, the Donna Isabel and her 
Duenna were holding a whispered con¬ 
ference. as the old priest Dom Batista 
knelt in prayer In her slim hand rhe 
girl held the priceless necklace of yel¬ 
low diamonds which represented her 
dowry. 

“I must hide them” she said "Bur 
where They will ransack the cabin,*’ 
She paused and then raised her Huger 
to the duenna to show that the in¬ 
spiration had come Please go to the 
good father, she said I have an idea?” 

When rhe chaperone had gone, she 
took the necklace, lifted her skirts, and 
by devious maneu wrings contrived ro 
secret the necklace in the safest place 
she could think of, j part of her lovely 
body she considered inviolable. 

Her task accomplished, she swept 
forw ard to open rhe door to the beard-, 
ed pirate w hose hammering on the door 
had disturbed them Unsmilingly. and 
with the dignity of her breeding, she 



loaned ro his request, and followed by 
she chaperone and the bumbling old 
priest she swept out on deck to meet 
the new owner of the Sm> Beni 

C HARLES MERRICK, formerly of 
the British navy took one look at 
the beauteous redhead with the shapli- 
esc figure he had ever seen this side of 
Loodon from whence he hailed origi¬ 
nally and swept her a courteous bow 
"I am honored by your presence sen- 
orbS' he said with a gay little smile, 
"And I hasten to apologize for dis¬ 
turbing your voyage. Was it not for 
the ncccssiry of my profession, 1 can 
assure your highness that you would 
not have been troubled." 

Isabella noted that his eyes were 
blue, that his teeth white and that his 
smile was dazzling. She was aware of 
his handsome manliness and vibrant 
strength, bur she remembered also, her 
position as her father's daughter 

"1 am not honored by your pres¬ 
ence. regue she retorted coldly, "Pray 
make your demands, and allow me and 
my parry to be on our way.** 

Charles Merrick smiled. "I beg leave 
to search your cabin. Mademoiselle, and 
remove such material as we deem valu¬ 
able." 

Isabel tossed her head Her face w'as 
contemptuous. Do as you wish, pirate, 
but 1 prjy you leave me my clothes. 1 
am going home to be married. 

The pirate bowed. "As the senhorj 
wishes. To ensure that we do not abuse 
your privacy, I myself will superintend 
the tnspecnon of your quarters/' 

As the lovely young Portuguese girl 
sat stilly in the great carved chair, he 
relaxed on the bed watching her. and 
instructing his men how to strip a lady's 
cabin without embarrasing her. Once, 
when the chaperone screamed as a 
pirate deftly inserted his hand in her 
bosom and pulled out a handful of 
trinkets, the pirate laughed heartily 
"Be gentle Casimir The lady is old, 
and years arc entitled to respect " He 
looked at the fat priest Turn the good 
father upside down. Casirrjir' he or¬ 
dered, "I have an idea he will shed 
jewels like ram frem rhe heaven he 
aspires to represent/ 

C ASIMIR AND another pirate 
picked up the old priest by rhe 
ankles They laughed as he protested, 
and^hook him as one shakes pebbles 
from a bag One by one, the jewels 
fell our, then a gold chain, a small 
leather bag of coins, and a sizeable 
linen draw string bag. 

Charles Merrick bent down and 


opcocd it. He poured the contents into 
the palm of his big hand. They were 
some rwenry or thirty diamonds and 
rubies "Ho! Ho!" he roared The good 
father is well equipped for his voyage." 
His face was suddenly thoughtful all at 
once, as he turned to Isabel, whose 
lovely face was flushed to behold the 
perfidy of ;hc old priest. She had 
missed those diamonds early in the 
voyage, and had decided her maid had 
forgotten to pack them 

"I hope Senhorj" he said "Thar we 
shall not have to shake you by those 
beautiful ankles to discover your 
secrets." 

Her eyes flashed Indeed, you will 
not If you have finished, please leave 
my room!" 

T HE PIRATE Turned to his men 
'Take them away, and wait for me 
on deck." he ordered "I shall not be 
long. Advise the captain we will help 
him repair enough sail to get him to 
Mozambique Have the quartermaster 
see to it." 

As the door closed, he walked o ' 
and turned the ktv It was the'' c’.at 
the redhead temper flared and «.hc camt 
at him in mad fury 

After he had quieted her. h< put her 
down firmly on rhe vast ornate bed 
and deliberately planrcd a ki<s on her 
heaving bosom. She screamed, and he 
laughed. Her struggles were as effec¬ 
tive as those of a baby in the grip of 
a bear. "Beast" she cried weakly. She 
managed to free one of her hand and 
slap his face. By way of answer, he 
pulled down her dress, exposing her 
softly burgeoning bosom She squealed 
again, but he held his position, and 
asserted his authority by giving her a 
resounding slap on the botrom with his 
big hand. 

She began to whimper I ha\e noth 
ing concealed on me. Sir, 1 swear by 
all that is holy." 

She lay back in his arms. Wirh closed 
eyes and throbbing heart she heard him 
say with a strange passion in his voice. 
"Lady, you have something with you 
that is worth more than all the treas¬ 
ures of India. For that I do not have 
to search " 

His lips were pressed into her 
shoulders, his hands were taking ex¬ 
perienced liberties with her clothing 
Remembering the jewels, her heart 
panicked. 

She gave him her lips then for the 
first time, a passionate demanding kiss 
that held his, long and warm, so much 
so that she could fed the tremendous 
passion in him swelling demanding!). 


"Please, Sir" she pleaded "Please, I 
will give you what you ask, and with 
my devotion, but 1 pray you—let roe 
disrobe, so thst you may have full 
pleasure on my body." 

H E SHOOK tus head. His eyes 
aflame with desire he told her, 
"There is no time, my lady. In my pro¬ 
fession we cannot afford to wait/ 1 As 
he spoke, his hand gained its objec- 
ricc. with a lirtie sigh she lay bock 
limply waiting for the assault. She was 
halt fainting wirh the strange passion 
this man had invoked in her maidenly 
body, and half crazed with fear. Their 
lips met again. Willingly now, she gave 
herself in a swooning dream. Once she 
heard him chuckle as if with glee, then 
as his viriliry assailed her with pleas¬ 
urable pain her surrender was complete. 

She awoke from her reverie of ex¬ 
haustion to find herself alone. In sud¬ 
den panic, she put her hand down to 
her ravaged body, and experienced a 
sharp spasm of rage. The diamonds had 
gone . . the thief! the brute! Sobbing, 
she frantically arranged herself, primped 
swiftly in the mirror, and rushed on 
deck She arrived just in time to see 
rhe last of the pirate ship's long boats 
pulling away. In the stern stood the 
bearded pirate chief who had discovered 
her secret and robbed her of her treas¬ 
ure. He waved his tricorn hat, and 
flashed her a smile, but she retorted 
wirh a angry shaking of her fist. Her 
eyes were spouting tears as she rc 
membered the shame of whzt had hap¬ 
pened in the cabin, and the indignity 
to which she had been subjected. 

I T WAS THEN that her chaperone 
touched her on the shoulder. "The 
villain requested me to give you this, 
Donna Isabel" she said tartly. 

Isabel stood looking at the little par¬ 
cel of linen. Her feverish fingers tore 
it open What she saw made her gasp! 
lr contained her necklace of mignifi- 
cent yellow diamonds, and a note in 
French which read ‘Donna I found two 
treasures. The most valuable I can 
never return. Pray accept the other 
with my compliments" 

Shamelessly, the lovely redhead took 
out her handkerchief and waved to 
the retreating pirate. "He' wu a 
gentleman at heart." she whispered to 
rhe chaperone, "Look he returned my 
dowry jewels/* # 
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Cactus Flower 

from 

ARIZONA 


TO-ANN IS ONE of those gals to whom we 
I say Bravo. Why? Because Jo-Ann is a do-ir- 
yourself girl who's quite outstanding in the arts. 
Not only is she a glamorous model as you can see* 
but she's a photographer of considerable skill. 


Add to this, she's a busy wife, mother of two ador- 
able kids, world traveller, and executive secretary 
to her photographer husband; and you can see 
the gal's got her lovely arms full as well as thing 
a lovely arm full. Jo-Ann is one of those people 
who are always on the spot. For instance when 
Alaska became our 49th state who was there but 
Jo-Ann on a news hunting trip; a real topical 
lass, welcome to meet our date line anywhere. 


PRICKLY HEAT—The desert sun doesn’t worry 
Jo-Ann as she prepares for her arduous model 
assignment on the arid deaert. 









JOANN JORDAN 


MANHATTAN MODEL 
DECORATING DESERT 


OHI WHAT A LOVELY MORNING — Joann, our model of the month starts her day's work 
with a seductive stretch in the wide open spaces where we took her for o day in the desert. 
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DESERT FLOWER — Botanist* tell us that the desert abound 
'Succulent* \ Our Jo-Ann i* a* succulent a dorrt “plant’' as ><»u 









1 



t * } 



- V jSi 






21 





















gals and gasoline 
make a real 
sporting 
combination! 


By Neil Nadler 
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races of course. He started earlier. 

Anyhow, the guy made headlines 
and spread the automobile racing glam¬ 
or all over the civilized world From 
France, Germany, Australia, Britain, 
Florida and California, to say nothing 
of the colder parts of the good old USA, 
came reports that the cats are just wild 
about anything that vaguely resembles 
a bet tie, and has four wheels and a 
mechanical burp. Which is why several 
million bucks of young America's anti¬ 
cipated paychecks go into sports cars. 

ou don’t have to go within a 
hundred miles of a track to be a super¬ 
charged hero Just expose your beetle 
and see the flappers flip. If you're the 
introverted have-to-bc-introduccd guy, 
join a sports car club and request a 
nav:garor. What’s a navigator? A navi¬ 
gator is a young woman who will fit 
conveniently into a bucket scat, is able 
to read and write, and is willing to keep 
her eye on your odometer, opisometer, 
slip-stick, map, and whatever other 
junk you like to take on a rally. 

’’Now, doll," you say. ”We have to 
cover 180 miles at 35 miles an hour 
I'll drive. You work it out,” and you 
add in a serious man-to-man voice—no 
sex stuff, seeing this is a serious busi¬ 
ness—"And bring your overnight case, 
in case we get stuck somewhere.'’ 

She may think this is odd if she's a 
virgin rallyist (first time out) but if 
she’s an aficionada, and has won a pot 
or two, she’ll know just what you mean, 
and probably have her emergency kit 
already packed Be careful of the gal, 
however, who brings along a set of 
spare plugs, points, float chambers and 
a condenser, instead of pajamas and a 
tooth brush. She really means to win 
that rally, and add another pot to her 
collection. 

Best treatment for her is to put some 
of the stuff that cheers into the pot and 
drink to her bright eyes, and proceed 
on Formula 1. 

One guy we know whose delectable 
doll—and we od men delectable, with 
curves that made her the most outstand¬ 
ing piece in the whole rally—brought 
him home second after 24 hours of 


strenuous driving, uses this technique. 

’Gosh,” he admits almost grudgingly 
after her eyes begin to sparkle You’d 
make quite a good competition driver 
yourself ” Note the condescension. "Too 
bad you can’t double declutch.” 

“Double declutch,” she says going all 
ape 'Why, of course I can ” 

"Huh,” he chortles, "If you can, you 
art one of the few women in the world. 
Who taught you — Fangio ?” 

Thar does it. You can bet your Por¬ 
sche she’ll be heading for the door to 
commit mayhem on your gearbox. But 
take it easy You got the key, and 
Rome was not made in a day, even if 
Messaiina had her moments Act non 
chaiant. Enjoy the rear view. Let your 
connoisseur’s mind enjoy the wiggle 
and the wogglc, and then sroll after 
her on to the porch, parking lot, or 
wherever she’s waiting. 

Having put her in the navigator's 
seat, you set off, and start the instruc¬ 
tion. When you get to a pre-selected 
spot, and you have her gasping at your 
iron-man skill, switch seats How* you 
accomplish this depends on the cubic 
capacity of the cockpit, and the dimen¬ 
sions of the lass. However small the 
car. you can always try. The best tech¬ 
nique is to slither across to her side, 
gently lifting her across your knees 
towards the driver's seat. Vulgar boys 
might consider this as prospecting, but 
you're really helping her get settled, 
and if you get stuck because there's not 
room under the dash for two pairs of 
knees, you’d be a real heel if you didn't 
have some good narured fun doing it. 

Then let her go Seeing your car 
gears are synchromeshed, she's not go¬ 
ing to tear 'em out, so give her the 
works, being careful to be just out in 
the timing. Keep her at it till you can 
tell her she’s almost got it. but not quite, 
and that she'll need a lot of practice. 
Then switch off and suggest you go ovc r 
the complicated procedure once again. 

By this rime, she's feeling a perfect 
idiot. Get over as close as possible even 
if the transmission shaft isn't the most 
comfortable thing to sit on, gently take 
her hand and put it on the gear lever 

Reach your legs over, being sure to con¬ 


tact as much as possible of hen and 
what goes with it. All this puts you in 
the position of being able to succeed 
without trying too hard After revving- 
up your motor, cut the switch to give 
it a chance to cool off. and then g^to 
work, remembering that a kiss on the 
car in a sports car is worth two in a 
Detroit battleship at a drive in movie 
Also, not having to keep one eye on 
the screen and the other on the nosey 
kid in the car next door, you're really 
able to concentrate 
This is the moment to discuss tech¬ 
niques and lighten any scolding you 
hand out with comforting gestures of 
your strong left arm Chances arc that 
she’ll throw' up the sponge and say. 

Aw, nuts to double declutching” 

” Natch,” you agree and show her 
how' good you are at double clutching, 
whereupon you give her the kiss of fire, 
to which you can add a spice of realism 
if you have the faintest suggestion of 
good old Wakefield’s Castrol oil some¬ 
where about you Carry some with you 
in a small bottle to get that straight- 
from-the-pits odor even if your car just 
runs on common SAE 40 This pit odor 
is important Seems to drive the cats 
daffy. Chances arc you’ll be able to get 
it in a bottle soon, seeing that most of 
us would rather smell like a Fangio 
than a Scottish Highlander, or Lady 
Oiatterley's lover straight out of the 
stable. 

& 

o voi' made rr, and a whole new 
world is open, dreamboat. The only 
trouble is that love on the wheel being 
a competitive business. you’ll be hanker¬ 
ing if ter a faster, better looking car. 
and—could be — a better looking doll. 

As the cars go, you’ll learn new han¬ 
dling techniques, but don’t swap your 
sports car for a "compact" car. Lose 
your sports car body, and you're out in 
the woods. 

The French who know more about 
"car-noodling" than we do. have some 
nifty lines in sports can with seats th£t 
convert into beds at a touch of a lever. 
They call these family sports can, be- 
(Continued on page 61 ) 
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THE BEST OF PLUSH 





But the selection was made, and even 
though it is subject, we realize, to 
honest disagreement, we have made 
our choice and will stick by it. 



Of course, we did have criteria on 
which to base our selections. They 
were simple and quite fundamental: 
beauty, grace, vitality, and a spar¬ 
kling personality, by beauty, we meant 
beauty of face as well as form, lovely 
hair and radiant skin. Even using these 
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criteria as a rigorous guide it was no 
cinch. If the girls hadn't fulfilled most 
of them, they would have never ap¬ 
peared in PLUSH in the first ploce. 
No girl was a complete bust, even 
though she might have been put down 
as a tail-end selection. 
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We tried to be at objective in our 
choke at wot possible; we had no 
pre-concevved notions of a particular 
"type." We all have personal "types" 
that are our favorites, we can't deny 
that, but at much at it wat possible to 
forego our prejudices, one way or 
the other, we did so. 


We finally narrowed the selection 
to four girls, quite outstanding — in 
more ways than one. Here they are: 
Toni Kaye, Rote Dotmai, Carol Rich¬ 
ardson, and Lorraine Burnett. We 
hope you are as pleated by them 






Tommy Tucker no longer sings for his supper 
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Tommy Tucker ii no horse fond or, but ho sure hot a lovely 
tfoblo of high t raff i n' flHiot. For quito obvious reasons like 
those shown hero, Los Angelos' Tiffany Club is doing swell. 

THE TIFFANY CLUB 


One upon a time, not too long ago, there was a young 
man named Tommy Tucker. Like his namesake in the Mothor 
Goose fables. Tommy Tucker hod to sing for his supper— 
and breakfast and lunch, too. For, Tommy Tucker was a 
crooner who beat out his romantic ballods among the 2nd 
raters along the night dub rows of America. But the days 
of balladeering were quite lean and poor. Tommy Tucker 
missed many a supper—and breakfast and lunch, too. So 
Tommy sat nimself down in a comer and thought long and 
hard about it. Just what was wrong with his business, ho asked 
himself? He soon felt he had an answer the public was go* 
ting its full of singers via the one-eyed monster, TV. What 
to do obout it? Tommy Tucker thought he hod a good idea— 
and it was! 
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Lauro it a real gone, real cool chick, and at wild at 
thay corn#. Whan the breakt looto in tho Tiffany dub, 
fho pafrent break up. 
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Whtn Alicia Do la too, liko ofhor gait, tayt tho 
doesn't hav# a thing to woar, wo can believe it—if 
tho it talking about tho latt part of hor club act. 
Eut for tho boginning . . . wowl 


First, he latched on to a night club that had been 
drawing in what loose club money there was to be 
spent in Los Angeles, the Tiffany. This spot hod been 
booking top name acts like Dinah Washington, Sara 
Vaughn, Billy Eckstine, etc. But Tommy knew they 
had just about run the gamut and would shortly be 
out of leadliners. While the fickle public was still in 
the habit of coming to the Tiffany, Tommy felt, it would 
be a good time to swing a deal. Fortunately, the owner 
felt as Tommy, that his string was soon about to run 
out, and so Tommy Tucker managed, with some tough 
financial maneuvering, to open with a burlesque show, 
"The Tiffany Gems." Such shows were not to be seen 
over TV, and the stay-ot-homers knew this. In short 
order, the Tiffany Club caught on. And, it has stayed 
that way, happily ever after. 
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On* look at ion Do roll—a goo d , long look, (hot l»—loft you know why ih* It tuch an outstanding twccoi* at an ontortainor. 
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LITTLE COUNTRY GIRLS 


f J , Hr boy 5 were on the prowl for girls. 'Leave it to 
me “ Ed said, "I can pick 'em You can't go wrong on my say 
%o " Bill didn't answer He wasn't too interested in pick-ups 
He had a couple of hundred bucks in his bill fold, and Ed 
had more He wanted to go home. 

Why did Ed have to chase, he mused as they threaded their 
aay north through the milling crowd on the Times Square 
sidewalk. There were plenty of dolls back home, and cute. 
Much better than these city dames with their brazen looks 
ind swm^ng hips Bill stopped suddenly. “I'm going home, 
kid, he said with firm finality “Don’t feel like picking up 
anything tonight “ 

looked at him as if he had rocks in his head “What's 
bitin you, pal >“ he demanded He put his big hands on 
his lean hips and scowled at Bill. The expression in his eyes 
laid very plainly that Bill had rocks in his head. “So you're 
poin to chicken on me Huh 1 1 should a known better than 


to bring you He. grabbed Bill roughly by the shoulder 
Come on. kid. leave it to old Ed. We ll get a couple of chicks, 
and ha\c a wild one.” Ed thumped his chest like Tarzan 
warming up for a jungle adventure. "I know jest where to 
go, Billy boy. and, brother wVre going “ 

With his tight black chinos and torso moulding T-shirt, 
Ed felt ht was real sharp Tall, broad shouldered, and heavy 
browed, he wore his mass of -shiny dark hair in a carefully 
arranged mop which ended in a magnificent duck tail that 
was his particular pride and joy. Bill was quieter, more 
conservative, with thoughtful eyes that seemed to be slumber¬ 
ing behind the long dark lashes 

The boys had picked up their pay envelopes as machinists 
jt the defense plant w'hcrc they worked This week thcrc'd 
been a mess of overtime Bill didn't mind spending a few 
dollars on some fun, bur he didn't see the sense of working 
Saturday and Sunday, just to spill the profits aM over Broad* 
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way, or give it to some dame in i 
slcczv hotbed hotel. 

They cased two bars, without sue* 
cess Outside one of the Spanish dives 
on 44th Street, Ed said, '1 know where 
to go.” He hugged Bill w'ith boisterous 
affection. “We ll get a couple of kids 
right off the bus as they cqmc in from 
the sticks. You watch me.” I know 
jest how to handle them country gals " 
When he saw Bill wasn’t enthusiastic, 
Ed said, ”OK, big boy. if we don’t dick 
in the first five minutes, we ll go home 
and hit it up at the bowl I’ll spot you 
and lick you every time at a buck a 
frame Whatdya say, old timer?” 

Bill didn't say anything. Inwardly he 
was registering a resolution to give Ed 
the slip on pay nights. He’d register for 
a class or something. Ed was one of 
those guys who wouldn’t take no for an 
answer, even from a cop with a nite- 
stick. 

The} r walked to the West Side bus 
terminal. l:d let out a whoop and darted 
off to where two girls, a blonde and a 
redhead, were waiting. Bill followed, 
taking stock of them. They looked nice 
kids all right Both were in good shape 


as the gals go, he noticed. By the side 
of each was a fair sired suitcase The 
redhead s was tied with a string. 

He waited, watching. Bill certainly 
had a way with him From where he 
stood, it looked as if his friend had 
gone over big. The girls were smiling 
and chitting. Bill would have picked 
the redhead for himself, but he knew 
his Ed. The girl was real wild, he 
could see. The grey skirt she wore was 
tight enough to show every muscle of 
her thighs, and the low cut blouse was 
bulging with bosom, with more than 
average topside. Bill’s interest quick¬ 
ened. He liked his chicks well stacked 
He surveyed the blonde. Just another 
blonde, and probably not real, he 
thought. Her skirt was skin tight, and 
her legs were strong and sturdy, where¬ 
as the redhead's were long and slim 
and graceful. 

”Hcy. Bill,” he heard Ed call, "Cofne 
and meet my friends These kids arc 
all alone in the big town." He winked. 
”! said you and I would find them a 
place to get settled.” 

Bill came over, and was introduced 
The redhead’s name was Eve, and the 


blonde was Dot. At dose up. Dot had a * 
flat greedy little face that reminded him 
in some vague way of a porgy, or what¬ 
ever fish it was that looked like het, 
and there was one. he was sure. 

Ed nodded to him to pick up a*uit* 
case. ‘We ll park these for you, chicks, 
he announced. ”And we’ll find you a 
place to stay after we cat. You’re hun- „ 
gry I bet after all that ride’ He 
thumped his big chest, and pinched the 
blonde, "Holy Cow, am I hungry. What 
I could do to a hero, right now.” 

The blonde simpered, ”Hcros—you 
ain’t going to offer us heros, are you? 
We can get them back home in Penn¬ 
sylvania.” 

Ed tossed his big face, and laughed, 
“Honey, the only heros you’se going to 
get in this town is us." He snapped his 
fingers mimicking a meutre d'hotel. 
"Lead me to the table Jotej." The 
blonde giggled. 

Bill walked beside the redhead, "How 
long you staying?” he asked She look¬ 
ed troubled. I don t really know We 
fust came on the impulse Dot’s kind 
of running away from home We gotta 
get a job, quick She smiled at him 


sweetly. ’Tvt done a little photo model¬ 
ling in Pittsburgh, but I think MI start 
off as i receptionist or something.” 

lead thf. way into a crowded 
Italian restaurant. The gigantic host 
gave him an unfriendly suspicious scru¬ 
tiny Ed whipped out a dollar bill and 
displayed it as he said loudly. "A nice 
table for four—the best you have Tony. 
We got special company tonight.” 

The big man snatched the bill, and 
lead them to a small table which seemed 
to Bill to be as far out of sight as 
possible He flopped two oversize 
menus on the table and vanished. The 
blonde snapped her fingers at a passing 
waiter and ordered drinks ‘Two mar¬ 
tinis for me.” she cried pertly. “I drink 
fast ” Eve asked for a Manhattan. 

Ed got up and announced he was 
going to wash up. Bill said he'd go as 
well Y'cah. bon.” snipped Dot. "Keep 
if clean now ” 

She s as high as a kite.” Ed said in 
the washroom These country- kids 
can r take it You’re in luck. Bill ” 

You mean you are. retorted Bill Ed 


stopped washing his face. He turned 
and looked ar Bill sharply, his big 
mouth agape, with little bubbles of soap 
on his eyebrows Wha cha mean. I 
got the redhead.” 

“Then you got both. Bill spoke as 
if he meant it If I don t get the red¬ 
head, you're on your own right now ” 
He gnned at Ed s flabbergasted face 
“Read me. kid*" 

"OK. louse.” Ed said grudgingly He 
put his hands under the drier. "If it 
hadn't been for me, you would n't have 
got her Did you notice those other 
guys at the terminal I grabbed the 
chicks right off their snoots Boy. were 
they mad ” Ed always had to boost 
himself when he was in a hole. Bill 
observed critically Altogether he was 
hard to take, but the thought of Eve 
waiting out there at the table made 
it easier 

Ed swaggered back to the table 
“Now, girls.” he announced with an 
expansive grin ”Wha cha goin* to eat > ” 

The blonde giggled ”1 ordered, 
dreamboat—a nice big steal with mush 
rooms Eve looked af Bill I’d like 


sauerbrauten It’s on the dinner ” The 
way she spoke gave him to understand 
that if he wasn't flush, she’d be willing 
to change Bill liked that about her He 
pur his hand on her knee under the 
table She made a little movement 
gripping it tight, and seemed to him 
then that those terrific breasts were a 
little larger than ever. He wanted her 
terrifically now' and as she moved a 
trifle closer he could have sworn her 
breathing was suddenly louder and 
deeper 

The waiter arrived with the steak and 
a pair of martinis for Dot Ed con 
suited the menu, and ordered a steak 
at seven bucks "Nothing but the best, 
girls, he said buoyantly. "Lets make 
it a real bill ” 

"In a joint like this?” queried Dot. 

VC'c got greasy spoons back home ” 
The expression on Ed’s face made Bill 
want to laugh, but the steady pressure 
of Eve’s w'arm shapely thigh against 
his, claimed his attention 

Ed was looking dazed as if the 
blonde had socked him on the chin 

(Continued on page 79 ) 
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BABE 


A BOWL 


louncy Betty and Bowling Bolls ore Botfo!! 



Strong, atheltic Betty Rose can handle the big bowling balls as well as most women bowlers can handle the little 
She soys bowling is practically the best form of exercise there is for keeping a good shape In good shape. From 
we can see of Betty, we surely have to agree. 
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Whan Batty goto to the bowling alloy the's It doesn't take very long before the clothes are off and Betty is 
folly clothed, and can't wait until she strips. all set to work out her pent up energies with tha bowling bolls. 


U ollywood GLAMOUt is s female form, fitted tightly into a pair of slacks, and 
pulsating down a boulevard like the mad torrent of a river broken loose from its 
banks. Hollywood glamour is a female form, over-endowed with womahly attributes, 
and tucked loosely into a flimsy pink negligee, which leaves nothing to a man’s wild 
imagination. Or, Hollywood glamour may even be a female form, tailor-made to suit 
man’s desires—when Mother Nature has failed to endow it with alt the adequacies— 
and merely a form of pods and bones and steel and little that’s for real. 

But, lovely Betty Rose, photographer's model by profession and inclination, is all 
for real, and just right — not too much, not too little. So, when a heat wave, a real 
tropical heat wave, descends upon the glamour capital. Betty may be found keeping 
- cool and keeping her lovely figure in good shape by working out in an air-conditioncd 
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Before long, her vigorous exercise has worked up a considerable sweat—and that's 
exactly what Betty Rose wants, every ounce of sweat worked out means on ounce of 
unwanted flesh lost. We think it would be a marvelous idea if most young women 
bowled like Betty—unclad, of course 
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Even a robust young lady like Betty has to take 
a break (actually, as you probably guessed, it 
the photographer's idea). 

Hollywood bowling llley. All through the day, 
Betty toils laboriously before the cimeras, on the 
California beaches, in the swimming pools and 
beneath the hot studio lights. 

As the romantic night creeps slowly over the 
hot day most models become addicted to the 
shimmering lights of the night club belt and to 
the clinking glasses of cool, tall drinks as they 
waltz high on Cloud Number Nine But prctt\ 
Betty is not one of these She has other ideas about 
the wav she wants to spend the time 



STRIKED Betty's long practice has turned her into an excellent bowler In fact, more 
than once she's been offered a spot on a professional lady bowler s team, but prefers 
to remain a Hollywood model with a good chance of making the flickers. 
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Shy as i kitten, Betty Rose longs only to urn nru ¬ 
ber twenty-one-year-old body from the clothes whi }' 
hive bound her in all through the day. What better 
place than a bowling alley to give vent to her physical 
spirits by sending balls hurtling noisily against stitT. 
soldier-like pins. Naturally, Betty can't go to just arr. 
old neighborhood bowling alley to perform i U 
nature!. Betty goes to an aUqr run fay a special fnen.i 
tegf hen. and doaed in the e ve ni n g s to all but her 
* There's when we fond, fta .hiring a ball — or 
IlMld we say a ba*t? = 353 ?£i 
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JL HE ancient ROUE, popularly known round town as 
Unde Beastly, stirred his Bloody Miry with a personalized 
swizzle stick and cast an appraising eye over the dolls at the 
resort hoed bar where he went every year to dig a clam or two 
‘This yam in the newspapers about the poor little rich gal 


, . . with money, who 
needs marriage . 
... or morals 


who took a powder on her boy friend because the idea of 



marriage upest her/' he said, “reminds me of my second 
honeymoon.” 

No one bothered to stop him. so he burbled on The gal 
was loaded. She literally bathed in oil, and I was under¬ 
standably nuts about her Just to make it stick, a few weeks 
before the day of the nuptials, I rented a little country place- 
twelve bedrooms or so — not too far from her father s place 
The night before the great day. I called her to say good night, 
but there was no answer So I kept calling until finally round 
4 in the morning, her maid answered sounding like she'd 
been breakfisting on knock out drops and said that madam 
wasn t in yet You can imagine my feelings I saw myself as 
a bn degroom with no bride Uncle Beastly paused dramati¬ 
cally, waiting for someone to reset his glass 

Having lubricated his aristocratic tonsils, he went on ”So 
I went to the wedding — jolly little affair with about 200 
guests and there she w'is looking ever)' pound a bride in 
the right places. 

"Naturally I wasn’t going to ask questions, although 1 
don t mind admitting I was worrying a spot about where she 
had been the night before 






“When we boarded the "Mary" for 
our honeymoon trip — the first time 
wed been alone that day — I posed the 
question. 

“She looked at me with those baby 
blue eyes. 'Why, darling,* she said 'I 
was with George.* We went to a motel 
I'd been promising him for such a long 
time. You wouldn't like me to do it 
after we were married, would you?’" 

Old Beastly drained his glass. “What 
does it prove? Just this, when a gal's 
got a few millions/she has a mind of 
her own, and doesn't care a dam about 
conventions, and husbands, even if she 
doesn't want her parents in on the fun. 

“What did I do? Frankly, I was put 
back but with the remarkable aplomb 
for which I am renowned, I ordered a 
couple of bottles of champagne and we 
both got higher than kites, and we lived 
happily ever after — until the stupid 
little square cut off my allowance and 
I had to divorce her “ 

TV 

± ewspapers ALL over the world 
are full of the escapades of poor little 
rich girls who'll do anything for a 
kick. Most of them do the things that 
a girl without a bank balance would 
get a different kind of kick for — in 
the teeth, or where it hurts more. 

The girls have been at it since the 
beginning of time. Messalina, the wife 
of the Emperor Gaudius of Rome, 
amused her friends by doing tricks with 
a swan, according to the author Plinius 


Secundus. Another little escapade, which 
got her name into history, was when 
she challenged a certain PI ini a, a well 
known public “entertainer*’ to a duel 
of endurance, with her husband keeping 
score as the boys worked. 

Modem girls with too much cabbage 
may be a little more discreet, but 
knowing that the boys are always ready 
to rally round the bag (money-forthe- 
storage-of, as they say in the Army) 
they love to just cut loose to free them¬ 
selves from the monotony of not having 
to make ends meet. 

One gal had everything, and could do 
everything. She flew her own plane, 
designed her own clothes, sailed her 
own boat, and travelled with her own 
doctor, a physical training instructor, 
and a couple of girl friends. On a trip 
to Europe, she fell in love with a husky 
young Italian boxer, and decided to 
marry him although she could shade 
him a few thrill packed yean. 

The wedding day was fixed and the 
guests invited. The day before the great 
event, the poor - little - rich - girl broke 
down She wanted a kick that booxe 
and bullfights wouldn't give her. The 
occasion called for a strip party The 


guests were herself, the PT instructor 
and the two girl friends who doubled 
in brass as her boudoir companions of 
a very special nature, and naturally her 
fiancee. 

Supported by a string band placing 
behind a screen, and a beatnik poet 
whom she paid a few bucks to read 
extracts from Henry Miller and D. H. 
Lawrence, the gal started her cocktail 
party with a little threesome palsy walsy 
affair with herself and the two girls. 
Then they brought in the PT instructor, 
who'd been doing this kind of overtime 
work to keep his job, and settled down 
to observe the finer points, *s he give 
the gals a treatment which you don't 
get in the average gymnasium. The 
girls, not being the kind who liked the 
boys anyhow, started to squeal the 
roof off. This was the moment the gal 
had been waiting for. 

She grabbed a whip and began to 
crack the snaky thing as if she was 
taming a roaring lion in a circus. Soon, 
she had them all three jumping around, 
screaming for mercy, hopping and skip¬ 
ping to avoid the whiplash slapping 
round their legs. 

When the boyfriend arrived exactly 







at the time *hc J told him, elired with 
the thought of* seeing his loved one, 
and cold v>bcr except for the glass of 
wme hi> mama gave him for lunch, his 
wife-to-be calmly ordered him to |oin 
the parry’ 

Like heck he would he said, and what 
was his wife to-be doing in her birth- 
da v suit with this bunch of crumbs ? 
Thjf did it Like all poor little girls, she 
was a dictator 

With more precision than good man¬ 
ners. she bobbed the nice kid on the 
top of his curly head with a flower vase, 
anj called the cops They took him off 
ro rail she announced her engagement 
was i'rf and as far as we know, she’s 
still husband hunting, the sweet, gentle 
little thing' 

\ 

-Arm noth FF KfD pulled a real fast 
one on her pop Seeing she's gone to 
heiscn or wherever gals go, we can 
mention her name and tell her story 
without fear of injuring her reputation 
A nice guy never tells tales, in case you 
don’t know Why bother, anyhow The 
gals’ll do it better 

Midelame Henrich was her name, 
and she lived in San Francisco at the 
time when Frisco was having growing 
pams and supporting the plushest whore 
houses in the nation Madeline's pop 
w’as a promoter, and big Everything he 
looked at hid a dollar value; even his 
loselv daughter Madelame w'is a red 
head with a wow of a figure, and a 
temperament to match 

Old man Henrich decided that if 
Madelame married Carl Tripp, scion 
of a wealthy family, and no snoot him¬ 
self when it came to cooking up a fast 
deal, having interests in New York and 
Chicago as w»ell as Frisco, he could put 
his hands on a hot million. 

Madelame' he roared one morning 
after a champagne breakfast in the inti¬ 
mate little 80x60 dining room at the 
Henrich mansion ’’You're going to 
fffcrry Carl Tnpp — I’m announcing the 
dite this afternoon There will be 1,000 
guests and well give San Francisco 
something to talk about " 

Madelunc's green eyes flickered and 


she poured a trifle Yes, Papa.” she 
said "I'll marry him, but I'll never be 
a wife to him ” At which, she sw'ept up 
the wide marble staircase, and locked 
herself in her room and lived on brandy 
and cavair for a few days, to cool off 
The wedding went off like a British 
coronation San Francisco had never 
seen such a spectacle Lovely and ra 
diant in a gown of ivory' silk trimmed 
with real pearls, Madelame w'alked 


from her carriage to the church on a 
carpet of white rose petals After the 
ceremony elaborately dressed flower girls 
tossed clouds of scarlet rose petals over 
her and her smiling bridegroom, as 
Pop mopped his brow with relief 
At the reception, champagne flowed, 
diamond studded women, bare shoul- 
reder, danced and displayed themselves 
on the patio illuminated by 1100 Chi 
(Continued on page 71 ) 







Maybe you like the intellectual type, maybe? 
The real gone, way-out, real beat longhair. I 

can be that, Lothario—if you marry me, Don 
Juan—you see, Romeo, I read a book once. 


Of course, since you're big and brawny yourself, you prefer 
the vigorous outdoorsy type, eh Kiddo? I shot a bow and 
arrow once. If you'll wed me. I'll even hunt bear with you. 







The homev type, perhops? HI keep you oh so comfy and 
cozy in o little love nest with only room for two-or maybe 
three. And I tweor not to use your razor blade when I shave 
my legs til even scrub the floors, if you marry me. Honey 


How about the business • gal 
type. Sir. I'm awfully good at 
dictation. If we solice, Mister, 
111 listen to everything you say. 




•e 


You're sure you don't want the bookish type, my inamorata? 
HI cut your pages for you, ploy chess with you, once you show 
me what these funny pieces do—If you say "I do," Cosonovo. 




Now look. Honey, I'm sort of worried. You promised to 



marry me tha # night . . you remember? I'm asking you 
once more—pleading in fact. Baby—are you sure you 
don't wnr! a nice homebody like me I'm great in the 
kitchen, fine in the parlor, best in the bedroom. 








This is it. I've tried everything with you and no¬ 
thing works. You don't want the outdoorsy type, or 
the homebody, or the intellectual, or the femme fat¬ 
ale. I'm trying the business type once more, and 
giving rt the business angle. Marry me. Sir, and 
111 support you for life ... oh ... oh .. . you will? 







w 

w w lUO 1 * Haroreavfs, lean, shrewish and spectacled 
was peaking into the Soames place which was rented 
ior the summer From the vantage point of her top 
bedroom window she could see into the living room 
without being observed in the daytime, and at night, 
with the lights out she had a wonderful view of the 
master bedroom as well 

This afternoon she was shuddering The red haired 
woman who walled herself Mrs Elliot, and Widow 
Hargreaves was sure it wasn't true, was talking to 
bather O Bnen. Ugh! the widow's evil shrivelled mind 
squirmed like a trapped snake The father should know 
better, calling on people like that, not that she held 
with him anyhow, but . She thrust her scrawny 
neck out as far as she dared The father was dnnking 
tea with little Mrs. Elliot who was young and shapely 
and angelic, and the widow clenched her hands in 
muted frustration. If only she could listen? 

At six odock she was at her post again Mr Elliot, 


Everything they 
did got them 
in deeper and 
deeper... 
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By Arthur Adlon 
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a tall dark young man with a crcwcut had come home 
on the 5 30 from New York. Widow Hargreaves 
watched them with eyes narrowed with hatred, There 
was something queer about those two. If this was Mrs. 
Elliot's husband, why didn't he ever kiss her In all 
the time she d been spying on the couple, she'd never 
seen them embrace, and she knew* that Elliot slept in 
the little room at the back on the ground floor, and let 
his witc have the big master bedroom. That in itself 
was disgusting* bur — she was masticating deliciously 
on a particular salacious thought—what wxnt on in 
that bedroom was downright wicked — real wicked. 

In her neat little parlor, she took out a postal card 
and began to write Then she stopped, cut off the stamp 
with her scizzors and tore up the card After all* if she 
warned the authorities, she wouldn’t be able to see any* 
thing, and she was sure there was a lot to see and hear. 

She picked up the electrical catalogue she had written 
for from the big mail order house in Chicago. Surveying 
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the tightly printed pages, she was won¬ 
dering whom she could trust to install 
her listening device, if she bought it. 
She nibbled the hangnail on her thumb 
A body couldn't trust no one, she mused 
bitterly. 

A1 Snider, alias Harland Elliot, help¬ 
ed himself to a cocktail. His cold ap¬ 
praising eyes gave Nita Ray, alias Mrs. 
Harland Elliot, a quizzical stare. ‘ So 
you got business today?" The redhead 
nodded. ’Just one.'* 

"How much?’* 

"The same." Nita went to the draw¬ 
er, took out some bills and handed 
them to him. He tucked them in his 
bill fold without a word of thanks. 
"And tonight" She smiled "Round 
ten-thirty? You can take me out to 
dinner to the Caravan." 

"Nothing doing," he almost snapped. 

Nita who was 25 and lovely and the 
kind of girl any man over 16 and under 
90 would give a week's pay to be seen 
with, nibbled her soft underlip. "You'd 
better, Al, or people will begin to think. 
We got to act natural, you know. All 
these men take their wives out some¬ 
times. mostly once a week," she pouted 
prettily. "Besides. I like to be taken out 

sometimes, myself." 

0 

"OK. OK, so we go out." Al headed 
for the bathroom. At the door, he 
stopped, "Only, get this straight, kid. 
Wc gotta keep expenses down. Vm not 
goin' for this dining out business." 

"Shut up, you cheap skate!" Nita's 
temper blazed, "One word from me and 
you're through." She opened the silver 
cigarette box and stuck a cigarette be¬ 
tween her lips. Her hand trembled as 
she lit it. "Don’t forget, Al, you got a 
record. Three states isn't it, or four?" 

His narrow eyes opened wide. His 
big mouth gaped for a minute, and 
then compressed into a tight line. Final¬ 
ly he found his voice. "Sorry, kid," he 
said in a conciliatory tone, "I didn't 
mean it. Honest. I didn’t. Guess I was 
overtired. I kind of had it today." 

Nita laughed tonelcssly, "You poor 
boy." she said with bitter irony, "You 
must have a hell of a time spending 
other people's dough." 


w 

WW IH N HF HAD PLl'NCFD furiously 
out, N’iu sat in the big armchair and 
relaxed Hugging her slim knees she 
blew thoughtful puffs of smoke Com¬ 
ing up to Fairfield had been Al’s idea, 
and it was paying off, but — she closed 
her wide green eyes — living with these 
exurbanites was a pleasant experience, 
and for the first time in her life, she 
felt guilty. The women were too nice, 
and she hated playing the role she had 
to play She opened her eyes suddenly 
and scrunched her cigarette nervously 
into the a$h tray; and someone might 
give her away. She wanted to scream 
suddenly She’d rather die than have 
that happen 

The telephone purred She answered 
in her Mrs. Harland Elliot voice It 
was Joan Webster, one of the neigh¬ 
bors "Nita, darling," said Joan, "Fred’s 
going to visit some client or other to¬ 
night. Do come over and keep me com- 
pany" 

Nita's voice sounded genuinely sin¬ 
cere. "I'd just adore it," she cried in 
what she considered was her best West¬ 
chester warble, But Hal is taking me 
out to dinner tonight, and then he has 
some man from Hartford coming in 
about a big campaign. I do hope you 
understand, but Hal's business is so 
dreadfully important at the moment" 

At the other end, Joan sighed. "I 
know. I’m in the same boat. Fred s al¬ 
ways short of money these days, and he 
works so terribly hard, I hardly ever see 
him. Give me Manhattan any day. At 
least we could go out together most 
nights . . ." 

After she had hung up, Nita felt 
sick. She'd take Manhattan any day her¬ 
self. There she only had to worry about 
the cops. Here . . . she began to cry. 

They met the usual crowd at the 
Caravan. Al, whom Nita felt was a 
little too well dressed to be just right, 
played the adoring young husband. Nita 
tried to smile at him and look adoring, 
but it was suddenly difficult. When 
young Grant Waring, who was presi¬ 
dent of some big advertising outfit in 
Manhattan came over to their table, and 


insisted on her dancing with him, she 
got up relieved, but as they danced on 
the tiny satin strip of flooring, she was 
conscious that AI’s eyes were watching 
her every move, and she knew the sig¬ 
nificance of that expression It saic^very 
plainly that young Waring was loaded, 
and that he meant big business, and she 
had better get busy. Waring was tall, 
blond and broad shouldered. Smiling 
down at her outwardly happy face, he 
said with a roguish gleam in his eyes, 
'Whenever I dance with you, Nita. I 
get ideas." 

Her eyes gave him the green light 
with discreet provocation. 

Me too," she half whispered, "You 
do something to me. I can’t say what." 
She contrived to press her slim undulat¬ 
ing figure against him, and tossed her 
head back, arching her body so that her 
breasts touched him. Laughingly she 
added, "But not here! There’s a time 
and a place." 

"When," he demanded. "When? I 
can’t wait." 

"Patience," she counselled. "Remem¬ 
ber, I am a married woman, and a re¬ 
spectable one." 

Laughing he showed strong white 
even teeth. "No woman is respectable 
if she doesn't have to be." 

That's where I’m different," she told 
him, still allowing her eyes to tantalize, 
"I am respectable, but as I said, there 
is always a time." 

At their table. Waring slapped Al 
on the shoulder. "Be careful, Harland." 
he cracked, "or I shall be stealing your 
lovely wife * Al simulated an expres¬ 
sion of good niturcd anger. "Do that, 
and wc meet at diwn," he mocked. 
"Choose your weapons." 

Mine will be Bloody Marys," ri- 
posted Waring, obviously enjoying the 
joke. 

Al bowed, "Then I choose Martinis 
with ketchup. On Guard!" 

After dinner, Al drove Anita home 
Tm hitting town tonight," he said, 
"Gimme a century." 

"Not on your life," Anita flamed, "I 
haven’t got it anyhow." He gripped her 
(Continued on page 66 > 
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HOLI) TH AT TIGER- — Blond Charlotte Seymour o( London, England, rides the tiger just to 
prove the Chinese wrong buying, gal who rides tiger can't get off. Charlotte can—watch her. 





CHARLOTTE SEYMOUR 


TJRIGHT, BLOND AND BEAUTIFUL, Charlotte is by way 
of being quite an international character, having toured 
the high spots of the continent of Europe, where she enter¬ 
tained and was entertained by Dukes. Duchesses and all kinds 
of titled folk By no means a highbrow', Charlotte is by way 
of being an intellectual. 

Once she thought of quitting her career to become a dis¬ 
ciple of Jean Paul Sartre and Simone Dc Beauvoir, but pretty 
wirty Charlotte fell our with the beatnik philosophers, and 
went back to singing, which is to our benefit, the hot rumor 
being that this w insome lass of London is coming to the LI S 


GIRL IN \ HI RRY 

at jet speed to fill one 
the most photojrraphe 


Her agent railed, and Charlotte is off 
d those well pacing model jobs—even 
gal in town has to run to keep ahead. 






AFTER BEING PHOTOGRAPHED in every which-wiy posi¬ 
tion, uur lively Charlotte did her turn in a fashionable cabare^ 
had a conference wirh her agent, gave an interview to a news¬ 
paper. slippered with a friend, attended a meeting of her 
college classmates, took in a late movie, and paid a visit to 
her dressmaker, but not in that order, which all adds up to the 
fact rhat beauty means keeping busy if you want to nrae it a 
big business as Charlotte docs 


YES. WE RE BACK AGAIN—The day s work done, Cher/ 
lotle is home, positi\ely exhausted, old rhap! But there’* 
nothing more relaxing than a work-out with the old timf 













NOW TO 
HAVE FUN WITH 
A SPORTS CAR 

(Continued from peg* 2*) 

lieving that a family man likes to be 
economical and save his hotel bill when 
he's driving with his wife There may 
also be something in the fact that these 
little 70 mph beds are ideal for starting 
a family. Who knows? They are dcfi 
nitely sports cars designed to enable 
Jean Dubois to carry on what is popu¬ 
larly known as *’le sport", a not unat 
tractive pastime in any language. 

On the score of rally driving, you 
may have to start educating your navi¬ 
gator during the day time rallies A 
smart cookie rigidly refuses to take her 
on a night rally. There are a variety 
of excuses you can toss at her. The drive 
is too dangerous; it's a man's |ob after 
dark; she lacks experience Keep this 
up until she's ready to take off and find 
another driver, and then relent, and see 
that the rally is good, long and tough 
If you're not too keen on collecting a 
brass pot. let her lose you. and when 
you're sure you are well and truly lost, 
drive like a bat in hell in the wrong 
direction, being sure to head towards 
your favorite overnight resort. 

Then when the stop watch irrevo¬ 
cably shows that you arc ruled out time- 
*ri*e, accept her apologies a trifle grudg- 
igniy, and allow her to compensate you 
appropriately for her obvious stupidity 
Help her to understand that if she is 
a flop as a navigator, she at least has 
a chance to show you she is terrific as 
a woman Believe it or not. it works 
A crack rally driver recently got 
quite a shock Having broken in his 
navigator to the point that she had 
■brought him thru two of the biggest 
rallies of the season with an almost 
perfect score, he decided to make a 
cha^e It hurt like hiving his teeth 
polled, he tdmits. Not only was the gal 
* living slide-rule in the navigator's 
•ett, but she was tops in everything else 
dat girls can be tops in, measurements, 


performance, character, temperament 
and eagerness to get down to the bare 
facts at every possible opportunity 
Having a nivigator however, he ex 
plained is like being married. You may 
be a perfect team, but the time comes 
if you know what I mean This 
comball decided he’d had it. so he 
latched on to a ’’green” navigator with 
eyes like the Mediterranean sky. so he 
said, and an outlook on life that made 
Bngitte Bardot look like a professor 
of domestic ethics. Further, with what 
she had. went that desirable cowl ike 
expression and the bosoms to match 
some guys find so desirable in blondes 

They got lost on their first rally. The 
poor child bore her shame v-ith con¬ 
siderable fortitude In between skir¬ 
mishes at the familiar mote' o ir friend 
w'ent out for a pao; ot bur*> ieiving 
his tired navigator :n j dcii:.: i \y hori¬ 
zontal postion, and, as she tersely de¬ 
scribed her condition, completely and 
utterly bushed,” but. noc entirely from 
the ardors of navigating. 

As he was fumbling with the cigar¬ 
ette machine, someone dapped .urn on 
the shoulder. It ivas one rf -he new 
dub members on the same rally. 'So 
here I am,” he griped, “My fin: rally, 
and I get lost. Just my luri to pick a 
dumb navigator. Boy, how* dorr.b she 
was! But—” His hands began :o make 
signs which told of a real d*ih r cn if 
she had rocks in the head 

After both of them h*c finished 
shooting a line about the gih and their 
fun loving qualifies, they dcvided *o all 
meet in the bar for a dnnk c: imner, 
or whatever' they could nrui. to eat 
in between their navigation 

Our fncnc”; ears ar* sti r - : cn 

though the scntches or. h , . c vc 

healed. The erher girt \\l 4 . p.ckt * his 
living slide rule as navigit:* 

“What a nerve she hid, ' nc i iptd 
baring his fangs, anc ge i. r * pic 
around the gins, "Getting 1 >s. >mc 
out with a jerk like that. Wv tv -uy 
never won a s»>.glc point a c ncn 
roughing me up — after 2 .hr 

her!” 

There’s a moral io this s*'*ry *» * ms 

to be Never get lost in thv same >pot. 


NE c.AL VF KNOW who lives not 
a thousand miles from a sizeable West 
Coast City, in the heart of the sports 
car country, is a really competent pro¬ 
fessional navigator, although some un¬ 
kind friends consider her a navigating 
professional which is almost the same as 
a designing female. She’s an ace navi¬ 
gator, and offers a kind of package 
deal proposition to the aspiring rally 
merchant. She’ll take you round the 
course, bring you home with enough 
points to win a pot, and then she ll get 
lost in the dinkiest mountain resort you 
can imagine, all because men in sports 
can “just do something to me ’’ Natu¬ 
rally, she’s never short of drivers. 

A sports car as you may have guessed, 
even if you’ve never been near enough 
to one to observe that the gear shift is 
straight stick, is strictly a twoish affair 
Girls who ride in the little beetles must 
be strictly the open air type, and be 
prepared to work in cramped quarters 

Incidentally the gear shift lever in 
most of these imported sports cars is 
neatly arranged in the ccnrcr of the 
floor and surmounted by a neat little 
knob. 

One rallyist is said to be still puzzling 
over a remark made by an amply pro 
portioned doll he was squiring in his 
MG on a non-rally run for the first 
time. ’’Darling,” she said suddenly mov¬ 
ing slightly over to the right. Don't 
be so impatient. I know a good place 
where we can park.” 

At that he revved up .1 bit \XTicn 
he went to charge inio top, he found 
her warm little hand on the gear shift 
knob, and gave her a little lecture on 
whit could have happened to his pre 
cious gears if she had moved the stick. 
’’Gosh,” she said dreamily, T never 
knew it was that dangerous ” 

Yes, boys there’s magic in them there 
sports cars. If your love life is declining, 
if you like the sporting type of doll, 
and the rolling hills, roll out the speed 
wagon and load up with glamor Once 
they hear the roar of a well-tuned mo¬ 
tor, they're hooked, and don’t worry if 
you can’t double declutch You can al¬ 
ways clutch. 
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DANNI PARKER 


Snow Bird 

of 

ALASKA 


TXANN1 PARKER is not only 
beam iful. but she’s rugged. She 
must be. seeing the weather she’s so 
gaily exposing herself to. AH that snow 
makes ns think of parkas rather than 
Parkers, but in view of the fact that 
Danni has so many pood points and 
times. we’ll just concentrate on the 
girl and \s ish we were there—even -if 
it means sending out for a new set of 
longies w hieJt is what the boys, wear in 
Alaska, wc’rc told: and the girls too. 
Danni looks good in hers, so we’ll be 
no ctxnperition. 


L’ 


NO, I’M NOT COLO—Danni really look* <|uile ouiifnilablo. 
so \ uu'll have to believe her-but the temperature ouUiile h ttro. 


YOU’D NEVER GUESS. but Danni 
has aspirations to be a top flighr model. 
We'd say she has arrived already, but 
Nome. Alaska. Danni’s hideout, is a 
long way from the bright lights, and 
so Danni feels like a beginner, even 
if she looks like a pro uui is glamor 
mis a one as you could u i!*h to ukvi 
any snowy morning in rlic wild open 
spaces where the wohes turn gray 
early; because they have to run so far 
to get a girL 

As for Danni. she insists she’s never 
cold, because, she says, she’s a warm 
blooded girl. Bravo. Danni* keep it 
up! We ll be back this summer. 




















RACE YOU HOME! - DanniV ready 
to lake lo warm up at her fireside. 


-pvANNIS SKIN is our of this 
world is you can sec from these 
outstanding pictures She says this is 
due to constant exposure to the ele¬ 
ments, one reason why she hesitates 
to come East. “After all," she says, 




wmm 


"where would I be able to walk out in 
the mornings, as I do now, ro get that 
tingle of health I love so much? What 
would people say if they saw me in 
Central Park doing my exercises? 
Bravo would say "very nice." But some 
might nor agree, so Danni will stay 
and beautify our -10th state, of which 
she is really an outstanding star. # 


HULLO THERE 

Alaska, too — al 
around, H-eing ih 




























ILLICIT 

(Continued from page 54) 

arm, and twisted it. 'Gimme, doll, 
j^imme, or you'll be sorry.” 

She pushed t)pen the door, and ran 
into the house. Up in her bedroom, she 
opened the safe, and took out a little 
package of bills. The tears were blind¬ 
ing her as she ran downstairs where 
he was waiting. "You pimp . . . you 
dirty low down pimp,” she sobbed, 
holding out the money. "You aren't 
content with your share You want 
everything.” AI took the money and 
slipped it into the side pocket of his 
jacket. "Yeah, doll,” he drawled, ”1 
want everything, and 1 know how to 
get it” 

When he had gone, Nita went to 
freshen up. Her visitor was due at 11 
o'clock. Upstairs, she slipped off her 
dress, discarded her bra and panties, 
and sprayed herself with her favorite 
perfume. For a moment she stood look¬ 
ing at herself in the mirror. Nature had 
certainly been good to her, she reflected, 
taking stock of her firm young breasts, 
her astonishingly slender waist, and 
round firm hips. She glimpsed herself 
suddenly as she had seen herself when 
she was seventeen — eight long years 
ago A hot redhead, the girls at St. 
Mary's had called her In her trunk was 
the school class book where she was 
marked as the girl most likely to suc¬ 
ceed A bitter thought came into her 
mind. She had succeeded, but at what? 

It was then she remembered she had 
not pulled down the shade She went 
over still naked, her lithe tanned body 
glowing in the soft light Across the 
way, Widow Hargreaves gulped with 
lascivious glee. The himv. she sodded 
to herself, the hussy, going to bed 
naked. 

W 

HEN SHE SAW the light £0 Of] in 
the downstairs room of the Soames 
house. Widow Hargreaves slipped on 
her black Mother Hubbard that had be¬ 
longed to her puritan grandmother, and 
slipped stealthily out of her back door. 


There must be goings on across the way 
and she wanted to see what they were. 

The "goings on" were a visit from 
l-'red Webster, whose wife had phoned 
earlier to ask Nita to keep her com- 
pany. A stocky plumpish young man 
with a crewcut, Fred gathered Nita into 
his arms with the eagerness of a hungry 
dog suddenly confronted with a juicy 
steak. 

He ran his hands demandingiy over 
her body. "Nita, gosh, Nita," he said 
explosively, "I’ve been thinking of you 
all night Why did you have to make it 
so late ." 

Nita smiled, "Because, darling 
because ... I had a terrible job getting 
rid of Al." 

she made Fred take a drink Then she 
led him upstairs He came out of the 
h:rhn<om stripped, looking rather like 
a hairy Humpty Dumpty she thought, 
wickedly. Standing by the bed, she 
slipped down her pegnoir and stood like 
a living statue, knowing that was what 
he liked. She heard him catch his 
breath. As he came at her, she put up 
her scented palm, and said reprovingly. 
"Gently. Fred, I’m not a football, you 
know I don't like rough men." He 
stopped, dismayed, and she laughed to 
sec his embarrassment Then she readied 
over and kissed him on the lips and 
slipped her arms round his broad fat 
back, pressing herself against him. "I 
was just teasing you, darling." she whis¬ 
pered in his ear. "It’s such fun being a 
little girl like me, and being able to 
tease a big strong man like you " Flatter 
the f>rg. she thought suddenly. Oh. why 
Jo l hat e to bother with him? Then as 
she brought her mind back sharply to 
her work, she sighed inwardly How 
could a man be so boring, mentally as 
well as physically? It was difficult to 
make her body respond . . . 

Satisfied, the sweat dripped from his 
fat body, Fred whispered a compliment. 
"Thanks, darling," she said slipping 
from his grasp. "You too—you're terri¬ 
fic." 

He sat up suddenly looking at her 
rather stupidly, "Really, girlie, you 
mean that?" 

She answered from the bathroom. 


Of course, and you'll be more wonder¬ 
ful when you give me the $100 ' 

His voice dropped. "Er. well, as a 
matter of fact, Nita, I'm short You 
see . . 

"So am I," she said good nari^dly, 
"Remember, I had to give Hariand a 
bill to get rid of him tonight — just 
for you darling." 

"OK," he said grudgingly, "I sup¬ 
pose I can manage it. but I hoped you 
could wait." 

"And spoil a beautiful friendship?” 
Nita came out in her robe. "You really 
would miss me Fred, and after all. 
darling, you wouldn't like to think I 
had to pay my own money for our fun 
would you?” 

^S^rrEa Fred had cone, the tele¬ 
phone rang. That would be Al. Nita's 
voice filled suddenly with Surprise. It 
was Lester Crum, the Wall Street brok¬ 
er who owned the big house on the 
point. Lester was such good company 
She enjoyed being with him. "What's 
the little woman doing tonight?" he 
asked. 

"Just dreaming of a nice kind man 
who'll pay the rent." Nita joked. "This 
is dream time, Lester. What ate you 
doing up at this time of night.” 

"Thinking of you. and hoping Har- 
land is in town chasing rainbow trout 
or whatever he chases." laughed Lester 
in his deep rich voice. 

"Call them rainbows, darling." chuck¬ 
led Nita. "It sounds better." 

"Then I can come over." 

Nita made herself sound uncertain 
"Only if you're very, very good." 

"Can I bring Nero? He needs a 
walk." 

"If he's very good too, and doesn't 
make too much noise. Besides, he's an 
excellent chaperone." 

Nero was Lester's big German Shep¬ 
herd. Lester liked walking him at nijdtf. 
When he stepped in to see Nita and 
Hariand. Nero always made himself 
at home. 

Showered and refreshed, she waited 
for Lester with genuine e xc iteme nt . Les¬ 
ter was big in every way, a free spender. 


66 


md exciting even to be near. Thinking 
of him now. Nit* felt a tingle o! warmth 
nung deep down inside her. a real 
bridal feeling, she thimght roguishly. 
Next to young Grant Waring, Ixsttr 
was the most exciting man in town, but 
she wished somehow that Grant wa> 
coming 

Lester and Nero seemed to till the 
living r.vm Nero stood up placed his 
paws on Niras shoulders and gave her 
a warm but astonishingly disciplined 
doggy kiss Hey. fellah.* roared his 
master. Keep off the grass She s mine 
Nero promptly sat down, wagging his 
tail and surveying them both with a 
doggy grm, as Lester gathered Nita into 
his arms and kissed her demanding!) 

Gently, gently. Lester, Nita pleaded 
-You’re disturbing my comfort index 

Lester slipped his big hand round her 
waist As a nutter of fact, honey. 


mine's already in a shocking ^atc He 
turned suddenly as Nero let out a low 
whine OK. boy, you can go out * He 
walked «*\cr to the door As he let Nero 
..u* hi wij. Toes bad. you haven't got 
company for him. Would you like me 
to give vou a dog 

I'd hoc one like Nero/* said Nita, 
Hut Harland doesn’t like dogs, and I 
wouldn t have time to tram him She 
laughed. So you’ll have to take him to 
wherever dogs go w'hcn they tetri like 
that ' 

Lester picked her up and buried ho 
fact in her pulsating shoulder How¬ 
ever they feel, it's far Uhv good tor 
them, if it’s anything like I feel now. 
he said in a hoarse whisper, is he tossed 
her on the newly made bed 

For a moment he stood looking down 
at her with admiration and almost ten¬ 
der longing burning in his bic dark 


,Q 


eves Nita." he said sharply 1 d«*n‘r 
know what I would have done without 
you this summer I think I d have gone 
mad " He nodded towards his home. 
She's on the bottle again 

I'm sorry, Lester." Nita remembered 
her role. ’*You'd have managed, Lester, 
you’d have found someone else A 
beautiful man like you can always get 
a girl " Lester threw off his shirt re¬ 
vealing his mighty chest and bulging 
muscles But not a girl like you. Nita, 
my own, he averred, bending over her 
With a little «.ry of happiness. Nita 
threw herself up to meet his grasp and 
gave him the message of her lips 
Over a goodnight drink. Lester said 
Nita, I vc had a good da) Onlay l 
want you to share it He took an en¬ 
velope from his pocket "There arc 
some shares there in your name, and i 
few bills to help w ith the housekeeping 
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and cry at the same time. 


You don't mind, do you " 'Of course 
not. darlmjc ’ Nita leaned over and 
kissed him 

And Nifi.” Lester went on, ’ I want 
sou to hast these for yourself They 
ire not for your husband This is our 
sarct Yes?’ N»t* nodded 

I rom outside came a scream, and an 
excited. bark m e Lester sprang up and 
ran for the door Nita followed, her 
hand pressed t . her mouth ' Stay there.” 
warned Lester You might pet hurt ” 
He vanished into the darkness. Nita 
went hack to the table and picked up 
the envelope It contained S^OO in bills 
and some folded stock certificates She 
caught her hn.ith What a wonderful 
guv this man was What a dream boat’ 
If only . 

Lester was back, with Nero prancing 
excitedly at his heels In his hand was 
a shapeless black garment Nero dis¬ 
turbed a prow ler.” he cried breathlessly. 
The fellow pot away, but left this 
thmp Lm calling the police ” 

Oh. no," criecj Nita in sudden des¬ 
peration, Oh, no’" But Lester was al¬ 
ready at the phone Within minutes 
they heard the screech of the approach¬ 
ing sirens 

Al phoned while Lester and the two 
burly State Troopers were investigating 
outside ’ Everything all right>’* 

No, Al,’ she said in a strangled 
voice. It isn't The State Troopers are 
here ” 

She heard his voice falter, and wanted 
to laugh A raid . . gosh.’ Yes, Al.” 
she said solemnly. ”At least two of 
them.” 

His tone changed to a snarl “OK, 
so they got you. Well, keep your trap 
shut.” 

"But Al,” Nita simulated dismay. 
’You, oh, you're not going to leave me.” 

"Huh, whatd’y think Want me to 
come back* as a character witness? N°* 
on yo 4 r life. I’m off,, tonight Mexico 
City sounds good . . and remember, if 
you sing, I Ij sec you're taken care of 
but good When the boys have finished 
wj^h you, you'll never work again" 
He hung up, and Nita wanted to laugh 
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IjfvTfR and ONF of the troopers 
came back One of your neighbors was 
playing peeping tom. Ma’am, said the 
policeman Yes, and wiring you for 
sound. added Lester ’’Old Wid«>w 
Hargreaves of all pcoj le ’ 

”Oh’ No” Nita wrung her hands. 
“That sweet old thing It <uldnt be 
her She’s such a darling ” 

The trooper looked grim ’’That's 
how* they seem.” He tapped his fort- 
head They’re sick. Ma im usually 
We get lots of cases like this 

Nita sat up long after Lester and the 
troopers had gone She wouldn’t sign 
a complaint against Widow* Hargreaves, 
she decided, because the old biddy had 
done her a good turn She’d created the 
circumstances that had enabled her to 
get rid of Al. which meant she could 
start a new' life. 

As her inmd ran back over the last 
two months, little flames of shame 
burned inside her. Al had persuaded 
her to come to this little Connecticut 
towm posing as his wife, and comfort¬ 
ing” errant husbands. In spite of Al. 
who had handled her booking as a call 
girl in Manhattan, taking half, she had 
done really well. She had nearly $4,000 
in the bank, and another $1,000 in 
cash, and the stocks Lester had bought 
her which he said would be worth 
$ 10,000 within a few months She sat 
up suddenly and walt 2 ed around the 
room. And she was free. Al was scared 
stiff She’d go away and take a job. 
Thrilled, she tiptoed to the window- and 
stared out at the dark silhouette of the 
Hargreaves' house If old Widow Har¬ 
greaves was here, she would kiss her. 
the sweet, dear, wicked old darling Nita 
began to cry. 

T 

* Hr NEXT morning, she was troub¬ 
led It seemed a rotten trick to play 
on Lester The phone disturbed her 
thoughts. She answered nervously Grant 
Waring said, "Nita, I just heard Fm 
coming over.” 


But Grant, l*m not dressed, 1 ' 

Then, dress I’m coming over ” 

Nita dressed Waiting for Gran 
Wanng, she decided She would lavi 
that afternoon. She had to, and Gran 
wouldn't be a client, no matter ho* 
much he excited her, and she admittn 
lu did She was through She was tirct 
of being illicit. 

Grant came bounding in 'You poo 
kid.” he exclaimed taking both hi 
hands m hers. ”Your husband shouldn' 
leave you alone so much That old bag 
Judge Newman told me all about it 
and you’re m>t pressing the charge Yn 
silly little idiot.” 

He settled himself on a chair, arv 
sat down with his hands on his knee 
Looking at her She saw- the admirati™ 
in his eyes. How frankly honest he vn 
What a wonderful guy, she though! 
Ilou hjppy / co*U / ( with a man Uk 
this. 

A moment of madness came Sh 
heard herself say, ’ I'm not pressin 
charges. Grant, because I’m a fake. Lr 
not Mrs Elliot. Harland’s not my hw 
band He never has been and never wil 
be, and Lm leaving tonight, and no on 
w’iil ever see me again ” 

She began to cry. and it seemed a 
if she had fainted in a welter of misery 
She came to find Grint bending ove 
her She heard him saw "Nita, I don' 
care wdut Harland was to you. I lov< 
you I loved you the first time I sax 
you. and I made up my mind to stea 
you You’re going away tonight — wit! 
me.” 

Nita tried to free herself, ”But Grant 
I m bad I m — oh. Grant, it just doe< 
nor make sense.” 

He liughed and kissed her tenderly 
"Mebbe it doesn’t, but it's got to, be¬ 
cause it's vou and I Get packed We re 
getting married and then we’re going 
to Paris I know what I want I alwrays 
have.” 

Nita smiled wanly and snuggled up 
OK, darling, if you're quite sure. I 
suppose it's all right” 

"You bet vour life it is. honor. Grant 
said "You and FU get along Now 
start pocking , . 












PITY THESE 
POOR LITTLE 
RICH GIRLS 

(Continued from pege 47) 
ncsc lanterns 

Round R pm, that foggy November 
evening Hans Schmidt, a merchant sea 
man just off a boat bound tor Alaska, 
pot himself picked up bv a c*rl on the 
dockside Hans, who was a nuc rugged 
iharactcr wuh little experience with uv 
men. was a bit taken aback when the 
lady* put two $20 gold pieces in his 
hand and asked him to protect her as 
she wjl\ m great danger 

Hans t*«ok her to the only place he 
knew - Kate s place on Pell Kate ran 
a big mansion as a man on J< t-h trance, 
and catered to the nch When she saw 
Hans, she thou eh t he had come to work 
in the kitchen in return for a shake¬ 
down. as he usually did when his ship 
came in When she saw h:s gal. none 
other than the newly wedded, but un 
bedded, bride Madelamc Tripp, she 
grabbed the fom bucks and shewed 
them to the business quarters 

The next morning Madelamc had 
news {••r the sleeps, still befuddled 
Him I m gi.»mg to s*j\ here, the 
gorgeous little creature told him I base 
nowhere else to 

And stay she did Madelamc s Krauts 
and prowess became the talk of the 
town The Moods came :n droves, will 
mg to pay $VK> and more for fun and 
games, and champagne dinners served 
by the French maid and c<*l*>r?d huO<’r 

•, pap passed and wh. should 
prevefi? himself, bur Carl Tripp the 
lawful legal, and somewhat depressed 
husband «.f a brdc whose fund was all 
hr he had kissed Mad* lame welcomed 
h rTi with open arms arid invited him 
(ftincr Then she stripped out and 
showed him wha? he had mr.v. J When 
he made x pass she most.! a was and 
t ' 1 - 1 h-m her terms for husbands 


marriage or $>oo Carl wasn’t one to 
count money When she finally pushed 
him our Madelamc kissed him tenderly 
and said. Carl, it was wonderful being 
loved by my own husband I never 
imagined how it could be so attractive “ 

And then what happened '* Why 
Madelamc quit Kates plate and the 
San Francisco papers carried an an¬ 
nouncement that Mrs Carl Tripp had 
returned fom a prolonged stay on the 
* ontmenf. now that her health was fully 
re stored 

By and large it all adds up to the 
i «»r that women arc queer critturs and 
'hat s with dough are real gone 
squares Like the gal who hit the head¬ 
lines nor so very long ago This chick 
had everything including a pop who 


handed her a hundred buiks every week 
to buy lirtlc things >hc wanted She 
was 10. hubby was 2a and still at 
college sitting at the sear o! learning 
Wifev wanted to learn something too 
After all. why should a man have 
everything' She overlooked the fact 
that she had quit high school because 
she was in w'hat the neighbors delight 
to call “a certain condition ” Instead, 
she had been taking courses in expur¬ 
gation from a psychiatrist 

So she had to study something As 
a subject she selected human relations. 
Before showing up for classes however 
she decided to get first hand experience 
Armed with $1,000 bucks supplied by 
an adoring papa, she took off One Jay 
a busybody calling to pick up her shirts 



"I don't know her exact nze but she's built like 
a brick . well, let's say she's well stocked " 
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PITY THESE 
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it a Chinese laundry, ind working in 
the back, she spots a familiar face that 
looks like that charming girl who lives 
in the big house on Maple. 

She talks, and papa runs around, and 
sure enough there is daughter sweating 
over the steam iron and enjoying what¬ 
ever after-hour sport gt>cs on in the 
rear of a Chinese laundry 

’’But Dadio," she cries when he gets 
her home, “I was just getting experi¬ 
ence I had to do something George is 
so dull.” 

That could be, although in two years 
of marriage, old man George gave her 
three healthy kids During her brief 
Study of human relations, the young 
heiress only used up six lovers in three 
months, but she says she took loads 
of notes which will be useful when she 
writes her thesis. 

Discussing this with our favorite 
psychiatrist we learn that most of these 
poor little rich girls conform to a re 
bellion pattern which is formed in 
early years, and is mighty hard to get 
rid of. What’s the best way of eliminat¬ 
ing the pattern ? At an early age, before 
the age of reason, there's nothing better 
than a good paddling on the fanny 
After that, it seems, that a spell on the 
couch is the only way. but there are 
other couches besides those rented out 
by the brain washers at 50 bucks an 
hour and up. A good man can do the 
job just as effectively, which is mostly 
what these mmk-wrapped little beatniks 
are really looking for. 

This rebellion complex may have 
something. One guy we know is happily 
married to millions He had finished 
high school and was working in a 
delicatessen to put himself through col- 
lege. Vacations he waited at table at 
a resort hotel, and came back to the old 
hall-fioor bedroom loaded One sum¬ 
mer, he met up with a dame who had 
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everything, including !*<» marriages, b*. 
hind her She took a shine to him, and 
before you could say Beater he is riding 
round in a Porsche and spending his 
evenings at the modest little Si00 a 
day pavillion where she is roughing ir 
for the summer. 

So they’re getting intimate, but Casi- 
mir knows that with that dough she’s 
not for him So he feels a kind of jerk, 
with his inferiority complex getting 
larger than his ambition, as he watches 
her let down her hair and her bikini, 
and do the dance of the seven veils 
without the props. 

The poor guy stands there like Alice 
in Blunderland wondering whether to 
melt, when suddenly she sits on the 
bed, pours herself a glass of champagne, 
and lets him have it. He’s a so-and-so. 
and so-and-so, etc , she screams, and 
keeps it up, adding a few stevedore 
cusses that made the poor kid’s ear 
redder than a squashed tomato. 

When she stops for breath with her 
lovely creamy body all pink with exer 
tion, he lets out with great dignify, 
”If you've finished,” he says, having 
half a college education, and knowing 
how to use it, "I'm going, and I hope 
you enjoy yourself.” 

’’Not on your life are you going.” 
she says, leaping up and coming straight 
at him like a charging Rhino, but with 
considerably more appeal. ’’You're stay- 
ing right here with me on that bed ” 
So saying, she kisses the poor slob rill 
his mercury almost pops, and gives him 
the Eve stuff, which he finds mighty 
good. 

T 

M. HAT WAS TEN YEAJIS IgO. Now 
he’s vice-president of her dad’s com¬ 
pany. ”My wife, it seems hid a rebel¬ 
lion complex,” he says in his clipped 
Harvard accent. "She inherited it from 
her mother who pretended to hate her 
father. The reason she insisted on mar¬ 
rying me was that I was the first guy 
she’d met who could fake it. She does 
not know of course that I was so pushed 
back that first time, that I just couldn’t 
answer. Yes, she still does it, but she’s 


a wonderful wife.” 

Hitting the high spots of the world 
at the moment is a poor little rich girt 
who has more millions than she could 
ever count, with seventeen attorney’s to 
help her fight the tax collectors oQevcn 
nations wh*ch contribute to her coflfera 
Her rebellion complex was never spank¬ 
ed out of her At seventeen, she can* 
out of finishing school with a mental 
fixation that men were definitely no 
good, so she toured the world with a 
coterie of feminine oddballs. One day 
on the Riviera of France some well 
meaning old dame gave her a copy of 
Frank Harris’s ‘My Loves and Lives,” 
still the most banned, banned book in 
the world. 

She read it for two days in bed 
surrounded by her French poodles and 
a Saint Bernard pooch. Then she sprang 
up like a woman in a hurry, and gave 
all the girls their separation pay, and 
hied herself to Ville Franche. the French 
naval base where she picked up a sailor. 
Knowing what sailors are, you can guess 
the result. Yeah, but you are only half 
right. Today, this gal moves around with 
five boys in tow — and they are all 
named Frank. “One day." die says. T 
suppose I shall get married, but Tm 
really in no hurry, because I should hate 
a man to marry me for my money.” 

Summing up. you’ll agree these poor 
rich kids are deserving of a lot of 
sympathy Also there may be something 
in what some old guy said—that the best 
way to keep a woman happy is to keep 
her barefoot, pregnant and hungry. 


IT REALLY WORKED 

A wife husband had got tired 

of her physically, persuaded him to go to 
a hypnotist for special treatment. After a 
few sessions, he came home and dialogs 
were just as they were during their 
honeymoon. She was puzzled however by 
the fact that at frequent intervals, hear 
husband ran our of the room. After his 
third disappearance, she tip-toed after 
him-to the bathroom. There he was 
standing tn front of the minor startqg 
fixedly at himself and repeating again 
and again ’It’s not my wife . . It’s not 
my wife . . 








PLUSH COOKING 

piNTKRTAtNlNG IS rrally *hovvmun*hi|». If you arr "mug a parly, wli«*lhrr 
i( s for hrr alou.\ or for a ^roup. In* a 4mwman. ami your palluTiug vtill U- 
a sutcr>* *\rn if lh«* food isn't anything lu xrram almut. 

If you havr a hi-fi -Mi or jiN an ordinary rounl |»lay«»r provide a rt nemal 
haekgmurnl lo < rrate atmo*phrr<-. And runemlM-r. all thr lime, that yma'rr tin* 
l»»ru of thr manor. r\i*n if your manor i* f ) \ 12. and your kill lirn i* a hole in 
th’* nail, or you brought tin* ral* in from a • af<i<*ria. 

w; rII !>KI\kS mtu* i ana|H*>. In addition to Inking U|M*ti/ing lliry help lo 
keep yivjr gu«M> upright until thr food is served. Try somr of lh«>e: 


PIGS IN CLOVER 

Wrap a large succulent oyster in a slice of bacon. Sprinkle with soil and pepper 
to flavor. Spear with a toothpick and put under the grill. Pig is ready to eat 
when bacon is done. 


TONGUE BITES 

Slice boiled tongue and spread with English mustard, and paprika. Dip in olive 
oil. Then put all the slices in refrigerator until the meat has soaked up the 
dressing. Fry individual slices in butter and serve with hot toast. 


SIMPLE SPREAD 

Slice Bermuda onion and put through meat grinder or blendor with equal amount 
of Swiss cheese. Add tomato sauce to moisten. Spregd on buttered bread, 
toast, or crackers. 


MAIN DISH 

Vegetab’c Hot Pot is easy to make, delicious to Iqsfe, Here's how. You need: 


8 medium potatoes 
8 small carrots 

1 lb. green beans 

2 tomatoes 


1 bunch green onions 

2 cups shelled peas 

3 tablespoons margerine 
Salt, pepper, seasoning 


Heat margerine in dutch oven. Peel and cut spuds in half, put cut side down in 
margerine and brown. Clean carrots, slice if large, and sprinkle with salt. Cook 
and cover for five minutes. Add onions, peas, beans and cup of water. Simmer 
for 25 minutes, add tomatoes cut in half. Cook for another five minutes. 




THE CANARY 

(Continued from ptgt 6 ) 

Sec you later, darling — this ;s for y.*u 
- can t stop *' 

She put the bird on the IcAthcr 
topped drum table in the window, and 
if be cm to sing Janie fell on her knees 
inJ witched it with her chin pressed 
igunst the edge of the table "Pretty 
vrd rweet tweet" she vricd like 
i happ\ child 

The canin' answered by spilling c*ut 
gav little trill of silver notes 
Nick uiim. with some contacts. His 
k ig dark face was s«>ur. because lame 
tad refused him the ntghf before You 


The canary began to sing 

Nick was laughing. "Didn’t pull that 
on me. Janie." 

Janie shook her head slowly from 
side fo side Tm not pulling anything. 
Nick You’re through I in getting mar 
ried 

Nick came over He n>ok her arm 
and twisted it hard He looked at the 
canary, md then turned to Janie and 
said with a sneer. I can sine ton, and 
by gosh, I will 

Janie rubbed the pain out of her arm 
If \ou don f co. Nick. I'll smc. coed 
and loud, over the phone 

After she had cone, Janie started r > 
p.uk She had called tlu real estate 
manager to rent her apartment, sent 
most of her clothes tn storage. and 


witn trepidation On her wav si, v picked 
up ^ hv.\\ steel gold plated rukr s.*m 
nan*had ciu': her If k trud am 
tl.ric she was read) Jk'ong the 
weight) thing in lu r hanJ she turned 
the latch 

stood THUM his fate 
aglow Behind him wus a tall disting¬ 
uished looking man with iron grav hair 
I brought Dad. D:rk said laughingly 
H»/i a terrible old wolf, so be* careful 
of h m " 

i.miv laughed, although sh<. felt like 
;cre. m.ng blue rr.u; !er Tm glad you 
c .*'■ ;. Mr onJerjcn. site a:d user the 
J :n anepaper reling m her throat. 

, ,f ir ghr ha. * rsissed each other " 


an keep them. Janie said facing him loaded her suitcases Dirk was due at r -n~ Ud up at D rk and said. "1 have 

fer knuckles that gripped the edge of mx She wanted to get our before he to g to »ht Coast Mom \cr\ sick" 

* table were little white stones of umc She ain't even know where M*>m was. 



0 


75 




Dirk looked inconsolable His father 
she thought. looked relieved as he vet 
tied on rhe divan Hurnmc to make 
some coffee lame’s mind was running 
^md like 1 hot cage Where had she 
^•n the older Andersen before Her 
fi rile crash di\cd He had been one of 
(her Johns He must ha\c been She 
* couldn'r f>c sure, bur it looked thar way 
v She d seen him somewhere before, 
somewhere. but where*'' He looked ter- 
rb!v y-ung to be Dirk s dad 

W den she came bask there was only 
* . . r *n m the room Janie steeled 

U.-v'.i She placed the eoffee tray on 
:i ‘able, and with her most engaging 
:-.*n*g'7 smile she laced the debonair 
sophisticate who was Dirk’s dad. and 


wh»» obshtusly had something pretty 
stml.me r«. -.ay t.» her She wasn’t scared, 
she realized, as her eyes met his 

Dirk’s /one on an errand for me,” 
he said 

Janie settled herself gracefully on the 
far end of the divan She nodded, I 
know’* She wanted to tell him that she 
was running away so she wouldn't hurt 
Dirk, but she wasn't sure exactly what 
was on his mind. Making him talk 
would put him at a disadvantage. 

Clasping her slim knees, she waited, 
smiling 

Andersen cleared his throat Janie." 
he said suddenly How- much'" 

She looked puzzled, deliberately, and 
then said in a friendly tone. Tm going 
away, Mr Andersen I won t be back 
Not for a long time " 

He produced a long, slim, gilt edged, 
morocco leather bill fold From it he 
took three big bills, and laid them on 
the table Tm willing to pay, Janie." 

The canary' began to sing He got up 
suddenly and came over. Janie backed 
away He followed, and took her by the 
shoulders, his eyes burning into hers. 
"Janie.” he said huskily, "Please " 


She didn’» try to free herself She just 
%f.w*d looking up at him listening to her 
own frightened breathing "Mr Ander¬ 
sen,’’ she said finally, I m going away 
I won t bother Dirk any more - not 
that I ever have I hoc him" ^nie's 
eyes blazed. Yes. I love him — ton 
much to hurt him. and I don r want to 
be paid off He held her tighter, his 
hard lean fingers digging into her soft 
flesh Let me go" Janie screimed. 'I 
promise you, I won t see Dirk again * 

I don t care about Dirk." Andersen 
crimped tersely His face was red and 
strained All I want is you, and now." 
His lips pressed on hen. and as Janie 
struggled to free herself, his hand slip¬ 
ped down behind her w-aist 

T 

*■ hf door bell chimed He swung 
his head round for an instant, and 
Janie took advantage of the diversion. 
Straightening herself, she wen f to open 
the door Dirk was obviously back ear¬ 
lier than his father exported Now. whaf 
w*as she to do > Above everything, she 
didn’t w'ant to hurt Dirk 

At the door she give a little scream. 




Nick lunged in. He stood for a moment 
glimpsing the scene. His eyes pounced 
on the three $100 bills Andersen lud 
put on the table "So you’re cheatin' on 
me." he said with i sneer. looking 
sourly at Jimc. He turned to Andersen 
and blustered. Listen, buster This'll 
cost you plenty You cin't fool with 
ray wife, even if she is a dirty little—" 
He was bending to pick up the bills as 
Andersen s fist caught him squarely in 
the jaw. 

Janie stood watching, her hand press 
ed to her mouth N»cfc got up unstead • 
ily She saw his knife flash, as he went 
in Look out." she screamed to Ander¬ 
sen The two men's bodies met with a 
dull crash She thrilled suddenly, as 
Nick twisted in the air like a rag doll, 
and landed heavily on the floor. She 
wanted to laugh as Andersen propped 
up his half-senseless face, and crashed 
hu fist into Nick’s jaw. His head made 
1 hollow thumping sound as it hit the 
floor The canary began to sing 
Andersen w*as wiping his hands with 
his hindkcrchicf He picked Nick up 
and lugged him to the door and pushed 
him out "He won't come back in a 


hurry,” he said. 

Janie was surprised she was able to 
smile. *Tm sure he won't Thank you 
so much.” 

He looked at her with a cc min light 
in his eyes. “And now, Janie,” he said 
pleasantly. ”1 think I deserve my re¬ 
ward ” 

Janie looked at him with new inter¬ 
est. He really w>as an attractive man. so 
young to be Dirk’s dad. and so terri¬ 
fically virile She nodded ’Yes, I think 
you do " Smiling warmly, she went over 
and pressed her warm newly--aroused 
lips on his. ”And you are going to get 
it.” She gave him 1 hug ’’You certainly 
arc going to get it, you wonderful per¬ 
son." She slipped off her dress and al¬ 
lowed him to feast on her lor a mo¬ 
ment before going under the shower 
At the bathroom door she stopped to 
listen to the canary. The little fellow 
had puffed out his chest, and w f as lit¬ 
erally bursting with song. 

They were on the way to the airport 
when Anderien gave her a friendly little 
squeeze, and said, "Too bad that boy 
of mine doesn’t know- what to do w r ith 


i 



a girl.” 

Janie laughed. But you do Y«>u 
certainly do. She peeked at the Mi 
in its little travelling cage. One^HJnp 
you is enough in any family ” 

As she waved him goodbye at the 
airport, she reflected that she wjs sud¬ 
denly very happy Dirk would get ovef 
her leaving quickly enough. Dirk 
father w'as happy about everything, an<k^H 
she was heading for a new life. Jamc ^|| 
yawned, and fell xslecp as the jet roared 
into the air. They were flying at abour 
40,000 feet when the canary began 
to sing again. Janie half opened her 
eyes . . even the canary was happy she 
thought sleepily . everyone was 
happy . everyone should be happy. 




"Go ahead, take advantage of me, for all the 



[Continued from page 37) 


blonde was getting noiw Id was hr. 
in g rrmiblc 

Ed heard her scream. I wanna set* 
my friend. If she don’t. I don't I.emmc 
go Baxter ” A body hit the door turd 
just as the redhead came out wrapped 
in a towel Bill caught his breath Every¬ 
thing was better than he had imagined. 

Then he heard Ed's voice. Open up 
there. Bill. I got trouble " You sure 
ha\c," cried Dot tipsily. I wanna see 
what my fren’s doing " 

Bill dropped a hurried kiss on the 
redhead s shoulder and turned the 
in the !<>ck Dot. still in her bra ara 


seeing rhat paying seven bucks for j 
steak and ~*c for a martini was a very 
special occasion for him But he made 
a quick recovery Sony, doll," he said. 

I though? you was hungry, or we d 
has c gone on to the Stork Club. 

"You couldn't drag me in there, 
said Dot truculently 

"Nor me!’ Ed shot back, "I got 
brown out too many times Me and 
Gherman never did get along." The 
>l«»nd linked impressed She leaned 
*>cr a trifle unsteadily and gave Ed a 
loud kiss on the cheek "You’re a doll." 
Jar whispered and her martini clouded 
yes sparkled a trifle. "We re jure gum* 
o ha\c a ball tonight, jest me and you 
And them, suggested Ed, We got 
r.ends you know." 

I>r >neered almost wearily, Her 
^cr. she said in a hollow \o:cc. She 
ion t know what if s all about She s a 
:ool square Cripc-s, what a cembali 

Eds eyes flashed a little signal <>i 
iiumph across the table, as Dot sub 
uded against his arm. managing to pile 
i sizable portion of .bosom on his arm 
*ith considerable exposure 

Don't mind her. whispered Ew in 
Ml s ear She s like that She brushed 
^cr fingers lightly up and dow n his leg 
Bill clutched hen listening to Ed shunt¬ 
ing his line Anything Dot wanted in 
Manhattan she could have He dropped 
®anx-s like an amateur juggler smash 
tog plates The blonde seemed to be 
billowing it Ed and the martinis had 
bet gaping like a fish in a pet shop 
Window 


While the girls were fixing them- 
selves, they paid the hill lid griped as 
the waiter plodded jwjv with two twen 
rics and a ten This had better be 
g *m kJ he glowered Then he laughed. 

But I should w-orry. t*«»ts L*x>ks like 
you got stuck. Bill You never was 
a gixd picker " 

T 

m nr (.iri s wtrf pack Outside the 
blonde announced surprisingly. "1 gotta 
cousin who owns a dump round here 
We could go to her place and play 
around Ma said I was sure to look 
her up 

\Vhr*evcr she was, the cousin wasn't 
home, but a tired looking woman col¬ 
lected ten bucks off ho'h of them and 
ushered them into rw»* adjoining rooms 
While Fnc wi5 m the bathroom. Bill 
lay on the bed hoping for the best The 


skirt burst in. She stopped short w f hcn 
she saw Eve was wrapped m a towel 
Well." she cried sarcastically, "So 
we re all set Her voice went cold 
suddenly. Looks like wonders drill 
never cease." { 

Ed grabbed her, and pulled her into 
the other room Bill turned the key, 
and went back to Fax- She smelled 
\jguely of liquor and perfume As he 
t*>ok her in his arms, he sensed the 
tense thrill that was all over her She 
pressed her lips on his, her hands 
stroking him tantilizmg Then, as if a 
sudden thought struck her, she said, 
"Bill. I don’t like this place. I'm scared. 
Let’s get out of here " 

When she saw Bill's face had cloud¬ 
ed she said quickly, "We can get 
another place quickly. Please under¬ 
stand I just couldn't relax here Let's 
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m,, plc.isc I’ll come back and pick her 
up m thi rporning She’ll sleep late * 
Bill dre wed. cursing his luck Cfirls 
uire suff **dd critters Anything that 
went now would lx* like a warmed up 
mu, seeing he had kind of popped 
with anticip.ition As they tiptoed down 
iIk corridor they could hear the sounds 
..I amorous revelry coining from the 
next bedroom where Dot and Ed were 


whooping it up 

Outside, he said. Bill, Im scared. 
I haven't got the nerve to go to a hotel 
just cold. I’m sorry* ” 

1 .ill agreed They walked to Times 
Square Eve stopped suddenly and fum- 
J>|t^| in her pocket book "1 know, she 
Mid. "I have the claim checks for the 
Aies We* on get them That’ll be per 


As they collected the hags, the red¬ 
head said. You must thmk I’m nuts 
You set well, we were supposed to 
meet some boys at the terminal, but 


your friend talked to us, and Dot sig¬ 
nalled them to stay away They’re in 
some kind of racket — with her ’’ 

Bill hailed a cab Inside she said. 

I m running away from home—well, 
that's what mom’ll say When Dot heard 
I was going she made me come with 
her ” She squeezed his arm impulsively 
"I m glad I met you ” She laid her head 
appealing on his shoulder and Bill felt 
like popping all over again 

When they w'crc together in the hotel 
room, Esc lay beside him, her lovely 
body shivering at the thrill of his touch 
She stroked his forehead and kissed him 
tenderly on each eye ”Bc gentle with 
me, sweet,” she whispered softly over 
her impassioned breathing. ’’It’s the 
first time ” 

Bill opened his eyes and stared at 
her You mean —” 

She nodded and smiled dreamily. 
There has to be a first. Bill Her arms 
tightened round him suddenly 


You’re him.” 

Sunday morning Ed showed up at 
Bill s place He had a mouse under one 
eye and a strip of plaster on his cheek 
Bill waited until he had unloaded his 
abuse ‘What happened, Ed,” h^said, 
adding quickly, "My gal wanted to quit 
You were busy, so I couldn’t disturb 
you ” 

You were born lucky,” griped Ed 
"It wus a stick up. Those rocks at the 
terminal They followed us, and bust 
in " Ed inflated his chest. "Of course 
I gave cm hell once I could get 
dressed " His battered face contrived to 
grin "And that little b * - snitched 
me billfold. Two little country gals 
Huh' Towmics for me neat time" 
"They were both from the sticks all 
right," asserted Bill He slapped Ed on 
the back Come on, kid, let’s go bowl " 
"Sure thing," Ed "Lend me a ten 
spot We ll make it a dollar a frame ! 
gotta get some dough somewhere " 



80 








0 



GOING PLACES: With that beautiful figure, and 
dramatic face, bet your shirt Lynn will make%. 
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LYNN SHAW 


T YN\ SHAW rrrtainly deserve* an A for enter- 
^ prise. One of I/nufen * lop-flight modrfc. actually 
Enjdamf* mo*t photographed prl. *he look off lo 
Italv %»itb the fixed rletermination to heroine a film 
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"$o*:*0*f ihoulJ hjtf done tbn * 
long time jgo.“ utd Bbin. 



